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FROM THE WAZ7S/8ZN EDITOR'S DESK: Of Dingoes and Wolves and... 


Welcome to the 1993 edition of THE OSIRIS FILES. This time eround, we're proud to bring you THE 
AVENGERS and | SPY, some STAR WARS, a bit of BATTLESTAR GALACTICA, lots of STAR TREK, and some- 
thing some television and movie fans will probably clalm Isn't even "media." We hope you en joy 
It alleece 


SInce we have no soap box this spring (other than the “Open Letter" and "Update" that follow -- 
and we think you already know something about that), It's time for The NewSeec. 


First, there Is our beloved dingo -- who now beats up on people (she quite literally gave us a 
black eye a few weeks ago...). There are those who say things never change; they've obviously 
never met Scooter. When she flew with us to Chicago from her former home In New York, she was a 
half-starved, beaten, and much abused little bundle of Australian bones and fur; now, she's a 
sleek, sassy, pushy little blue bitch who welghs a neat torty-tive (well, forty-four point elght) 
pounds and runs the house. 


She'd run the nelghbourhood If Sumo, the magnificent Akita down the street, would let her. 


‘But she doesn't think much of men, however much she may apprectate Sumo. A few months ago, she 


decided six helpful paramedics constituted an Invading army, and proceeded to (try to) take them 
apart -- all at the same time. It took four of them to wrestle her Into her crate. Then she 
tried to take It apart... 


We've learned a lot about our little dingo In the nearly three years we've been together, Includ- 
Ing how to speak a bit of dingo; meanwhile, she's learned to speak some wolf -- and to understand 
and obey certain commands, though only If we really mean them. 


Also, Scooter has developed definite IIkes and disifkes; we've learned a lot about them, too. 
"Likes" Include all kinds of food (why Is this no surprise?), especially McDonald's hamburgers 
with everything, gourmet dog cookles, horseradish, and sush!l (with wasabI, that hot green 
stuffe..)3 Sumo; squeaky toys, the nolisler the better; and bark Ing/howl Ing/baytng/yodeling at the 
nelghbours. "DIisitkes" are such things as men, uniforms, thunderstorms (they're intruders), and 
belng Ignored -- or being annoyed (typical cantne!). She also disiikes "her" human property 
smelling of other dogsec. 


Now, our little "Bluey" has another new love (besides food, Sumo, and munching on paramedics, 
+hat Is) -- I!ve musice About s!tx months ago, we began to learn (a) to play a Celtic harp, and 
(b) to read music (not precisely In that order). The dingo, bless her furry ltttle soul, Is es- 
pecially fond of Beethoven, seems to think "Lord of the Dance" {ts fantastic fun -- and positively 
detests Brahms' “Lullabye” (which puts us to sleep when we try to play It). When we practice, 
she likes to rest her head against the sounding board, and stick her nose Insideeee 


Great Image, that. It ranks only slightly behind a timber wolf draped tn Spanish mosSeee 


A great many changes have occurred at the Timber Wolt Preservation Soclety's wolf farm since we 


fast brought you up to date. Our grant from the Rice Foundation came through, and we have now 
completed some $15,000 of new fencing == Including a ten-foot perimeter fence to keep our wander- 
ing lock-pickers somewhat contained (If they get out of thelr pens now, we have a chance to catch 
up with them before they hit the woods!), and two huge new runs for our four-year-old and five- 
year-old packs. Also, the new dens have been completed, with trees, hills, and rock formations 
for active young wolves to play with -- although they'd far rather dig holes In the rain, then 
blow bubbles In the resulting puddles. 


Everything was fine with our young packs until this past winter's breeding season, when five- 
year-old Frosty decided he wanted to move up In his pack's hierarchy. So Frosty, an enterprising 
and ambitious young male, challenged his somewhat bigger Iftter-mate, Number Two wolf Bravo. One 
on one, the fight might have been a toss-up -- except for the rest of the pack, who apparently 
like things as they are. Alpha (oddly enough, given his name, the pack's alpha male) and shy, 
retiring Peter both ganged up with Bravo to beat poor, stubborn Frosty to an almost IIteral pulp. 
Now, Frosty Ifves apart -- at least until he learns to accept his place, and stops trying to win 
a fight he's always going to lose. 


Pupples? We don't know yet. But we do know Akila and NanTan were busy all through February and 
March, try!Ing to make up for lost time... 


Oh, we did mention Spanish moss, didn't we? The wolf draped tn It every spring Is AkIla, only 
it's not really Spanish moss at all. Every spring, for about a month or two, this one big male 
wolf looks about as disreputable as a wolf can ever look. He molts, and unlike his kindred 


doesn't shed tn little clumps and tufts; he sheds his heavy undercoat In long streamers. And, 


yes, it really does look Itke Spanish mosse.e. 


There's sad news from the wolf farm this spring. Four of our older animals died during the past 
few months. Sasha went In her sleep at the age of fifteen. Then Cinnamon died of a stroke, and 
Gray (who often seemed the target of litter-mate AkIla's affections) died soon after, of a liver 
ailment. She was fifteen; he was twelve. 


Last of all, we finally tost old Marcus, our famous “teddy~bear" wolf. A year ago, when he 
decided it was time for a sIxteen-year-old wolf to die, he found a new Interest In life, some- 
thing to live for -=- honey-baked ham. But [t wasn't enough any longer. Like Sasha, Marcus died 
peacefully In his sleep -- at the Incredible age of seventeen. 


Like Boltar and Maxwell, and so many others, they will all be missed... 


Was It only yesterday? Or has It been a century...? However long It seems, It was really only 
fourteen years ago that a friend called us and sald, “Let's do a one-shot fanzine..." That was 
In the STAR WARS/BATTLESTAR GALACTICA days, and our friend wanted to try aroustng fans In an 
attempt to save GALACTICA =-- a wasted effort, as It turned out, given what was offered as a con- 
tinuation of a potentially promising serles.e Ever wonder why It Is sclence fiction on television 
never seems to work for the "big three" networks, but Is often such a smash hIt on syndicated 
stations? WIII the networks ever learn...? 


Anyway, fourteen years ago, like an absolute idiot, we repiled to our friend, "What's a fanzine?" 


We honestly didn't know. But, needless to say, after fourteen years and some forty-five (!) pub- 
lications, we now have a pretty good Idea. A fanzine Is..eewhat you've got In your hands! 


We admit that sometimes we wonder !f it's all worthwhile -- the work, the pressure, the dead- 
lInes, the clutter... Then we get your letters, or meet some of you at & Cones. 


We're here to stay, for as long as you want us. 


Managing Editor 
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15 March 1992 
AN OPEN LETTER TO CONCERNED FANS 


* IMPORTANT INFORMATION * 


Dear Fellow Fan: 


In November 1990, at the Visions '90 convention in Chicago, OSIRIS Publications was approached by a repre- 
sentative of a ROBIN OF SHERWOOD convention called Herne’s Con, who invited the Timber Wolf Preservation 
Society (TWPS), a not-for-profit organisation in Wisconsin which we represent, to be an official charity of that 
convention in 1991. After considerable thought, and with a good bit of hesitation, we accepted the offer and 
made arrangements to attend. So 

On 31 May 1991, the OSIRIS Publications special fanzine THE SACRIFICIAL KING made its first official appear- 
ance at Herne’s Con Il (also known as “Son of Herne’s Con") at Cornell University in Ithaca, New York. 


After the convention, all remaining copies of THE SACRIFICIAL KING, along with over $1,100 worth of other 
OSIRIS Publications merchandise (including both THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4 and #5) and approximately 
$1,000 worth of merchandise from the TWPS, were packed in three shipping boxes and left at the site for ship- 
ment back to Morton Grove, Illinois. Our agent, Ms. Czeryl Hillery, was to ship everything the Monday after the 
convention. | 


One week later, Ms. Hillery reported that the three boxes left at Cornell had been removed from the premises 
without her consent, and in spite of her strong objections - removed by Ms. Carol Scavella Burrell, the woman 
who had issued the invitation to us and who had chaired the convention. 


{ immediately wrote to Ms. Burrell, politely requesting that she return the three boxes of merchandise. Two 
weeks later, after receiving no response, ! contacted the police in Ithaca and the Department of Public Safety at 
Cornell, reporting what by then appeared to be a theft, and requesting their assistance in getting the stolen 
property returned. 


The Cornell campus police contacted Ms. Burrell, then informed me they had instructed her to return my proper- 
ty via UPS ground service, as Ms. Hillery had intended and agreed to do. | 


Ms. Burrell’s version of compliance with police requests was to ship the three boxes via UP ond_ day air 
service to my place of employment, rather than to the OSIRIS Publications address via UPS ground service as 
_ instructed. According to the UPS driver who delivered the boxes, the C.O.D. charges of over $100.00 included 
all sorts of additional — and unspecified -- fees and costs. 


Company policy at the multinational corporation where | work is to refuse unauthorized (and unexpected!) — 
C.0.D. air shipments of any kind. Therefore, the company rightfully refused to pay the highly exorbitant delivery 
charges, and UPS returned the boxes to Ms. Burrell. 


| contacted my legal advisor, who called Ms. Burrell; she told him the boxes and their contents had been de- 
stroyed. Following his report to me, | called the Cornell campus police again. They also called her; she told 
them the boxes were safely in her possession. She was obviously being less than truthful to someone. 
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All ensuing efforts to get the more than $2,100 worth of merchandise returned — including contacts with the 
Bronx police (where Ms. Burrell lives), calls to the New York State Police in New York City and Ithaca, and even 
an offer to pick the boxes up at Ms. Burrell’s home — have accomplished nothing. She has ignored calls from 
the police and written communications from me and my attorney. The Cornell Department of Public Safety re- 
fuses to take further action; like campus police in far too many places, they seem to prefer to do nothing about 
crimes affecting out-of-state individuals who are not students at their campus, and when questioned, simply say 
their investigation shows “no criminal intent.” (!!) Since they have jurisdiction in the matter, neither the Ithaca 
Police Department nor the New York State Police can do anything about what is recognizably a flagrant crime. 


However, theft is theft, and Ms. Burrell has undeniably taken and kept what is not hers. How else does one 


define “theft"? She also either is in possession of stolen property or is guilty of the willful and malicious destruc- 


tion of private property — both of which are serious crimes in and of themselves. 


Needless to say, OSIRIS Publications, the TWPS, and | will pursue this matter further, with the intent of having 
our property returned, and having any and all expenses and damages incurred as a result of Ms. Burrell’s illegal 
activities fully reimbursed. Whatever legal actions we are forced to take, Ms. Burrell can blame only herself for 
the outcome. 


1 bring this matter to your attention as a warning, so you will know what sort of person this woman is, and so 
you will be aware that she could do this to you, or to anyone else with whom she has any dealings. It is bad 
enough that Ms. Burrell stole from me and from OSIRIS Publications; it is far worse that she saw fit (a) to invite a 
not-for-profit organization to be an official charity of her convention, (b) to later deny having issued that invita- 
tion, in spite of numerous witnesses (but only after we had reached her convention, after considerable difficulty 
and expense!), and (c) to steal from a privately funded organization whose sole purpose is to help preserve and 
protect a sorely endangered species! 


Complete documentation of this entire affair is available from OSIRIS Publications, and is composed primarily of 
letters, memos, and faxes from all parties involved (including Ms. Burrell, of course). At no time has Ms. Burrell 
denied any of her illegal activities. 


{ strongly urge, if Ms. Burrell’s actions offend you as much as they offend me - if they anger and outrage you as 
they should any honest citizen, fan or otherwise -— that you write to her and tell her so. She can be reached at 
3419 Irwin Avenue, Bronx, NY 10463-3720. ! also ask that you boycott any conventions that invite or allow this 
woman to serve on their committees -- and that you let them know, in writing, exactly why you are staying away! 
{| have verified that Ms. Burrell is a “hidden” (not officially named) member of at least one con committee this 
summer.] And | request that you please send me copies of your letters for my files. Perhaps you can persuade 
this woman to amend her actions, where the law has failed! : 


Fandom may well be a microcosm of the world around us, but that does not mean we must stoop to the world’s | 


lowest levels. Thieves, frauds, lars, and the like should have no place among us. | am sure you, as concerned 
fans - no, as concerped individuals! — agree, and | thank you for all your patience, understanding, and support. 





As an interesting footmmote, just after Visions ‘91 someone apparently sent Ms. Burrell a preliminary 
copy of this letter. In it, she claimed all shipping charges are legitimately from UPS (which they deny), 
accused me of “verbal abuse" (!), and threatened to sue me for libel - something rather difficult to do, 
since everything you have read here is true, and fully documented. Curious... Could it be her consci- 
ence is paining her? Or is it that people have been letting her know what they think of her actions, 
and that she doesn’t like what they have to say? 
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1 November 1992 


UPDATE TO 15 MARCH 1992 OPEN LETTER TO CONCERNED FANS 


Dear Fellow Fan: 


‘As you probably already know from our “Open Letter” of 15 March 1992, an extremely unpleasant incident took 
place immediately following Herne’s Con at Comell University in June of 1991. At that time, Ms. Carol Scavella 
Burrell, who chaired the convention, quite literally stole over $2,000 worth of merchandise belonging to OSIRIS 
Publications and the Timber Wolf Preservation Society. 


As of this date, the location and condition of the stolen property remain a mystery to us. Presumably, either (a) 
Ms. Burrell still has it (she has refused all our efforts to arrange for its pick-up and return by a third party who is 
neutral in any disputes between us) or (b) she has destroyed it, which makes her guilty not only of theft but also 
of the destruction of another's private property. 


But the situation has now changed somewhat. You see, Ms. Burrell is now trying to blame me for the entire 
situation. She and her friends have been spreading rumours that (a) | stole something from Ms. Burrell (of 
course, since I never did anything of the sort, they cannot say exactly what I’m supposed to have stolen!), (b) | 
am guilty of all sorts of libelous and slanderous remarks about Ms. Burrell’s pristine character (when all I've done 
is tell the truth), and (c) |! am pursuing this matter for racial reasons. 


That last claim of theirs is the most ludicrous of all. At no time have | ever mentioned race, religion, creed, 
national origin, political affiliation, or anything else that might be construed as racist or in any other way discrimi- 
natory. I’m not sure Ms. Burrell can say the same. 


Besides, whatever the claims Ms. Burrell and her cohorts have made, are making, or might make about me in 
the future, please keep this in mind. | can and will swear to the truth of my statements about this entire matter 
in a court of law — knowing full well that any denial or misstatement of fact constitutes perjury and is punishable 
by law. Ms. Burrell cannot make this same claim. . 


And now, some of Ms. Burrell’s friends, claiming to be acting in the "spirit of Sherwood,” are telling people to 
boycott OSIRIS Publications and the TWPS. When | resigned from their group because of their open support of 
blatant theft and their deliberate lies, | told them in writing that the Robin Hood they revere would have con- 
demned them. So how can these people claim to act in the spirit of something they desecrate by their very ac- 

tions? | : | 


~ To quote directly from that letter of resignation, dated 29 May 1992: 


Instead of doing the proper, legal, and morally correct thing, [she] has lied to me, to my attorney, and 
even, it seems, to the police themselves. She has also apparently convinced a number of your mem- 
bers that | — the victim of the crime — and responsible for It; this is somewhat akin to claiming the rape 
victim is responsible for the rape ... | 


... @ Number of your members engaged in activities ... anything but In keeping with the "spirit of Sher- 
wood" -- telling blatant lies about OSIRIS Publications and about me personally, advising fans to boycott 
OSIRIS Publications and the Timber Wolf Preservation Society ... Instructing them to refrain from bidding 
“on the work of certain artists because they happen to be my friends, defacing and tearing down ... flyers, 
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etc. As we all know, the Robin Hood of legend (and of Kip Carpenter’s series) never stole from the 
poor, from the helpless, or from a valid and worthy charity ... 


By their actions, some of your members obviously condone just such reprehensible activities. 


| have nothing against any of you personally, and have carefully refrained from naming your crganizaiion 
or any of you ... although you omouey have some personal animosity toward me that you insist on 
making public. 


... your friends are your own 6 choose ... My complaint lies solely with the thief already mentioned ... 


As | have said before, | bring this matter to your attention as a warning, so you will know what sort of person — 
Carol Burrell is, and so you will be aware that she could do this to you, or to anyone else with whom she has 
any dealings. It is bad enough that she stole from me and from OSIRIS Publications; it is far worse that she saw _ 
fit to lie to a representative of a not-for-profit organization and then stole from that same organization, knowing 
full well it is privately funded and exists solely to help preserve and protect a critically endangered species. 


My desire in this matter is to see justice done, to protect my fellow fans, and to obtain the return of the stolen 
property -- something the police apparently cannot bring about, since the only law enforcement personne! hav- 
ing jurisdiction don’t want to do anything about it. After all, | am not a student at Cornell, and never have been, 
and the University’s campus police don’t want to "get involved” in a private matter. - 


Private? Theft is theft; it should not, it cannot, it must not be condoned. Needless to say, OSIRIS Publications, 
the TWPS, and | fully intend pursue this matter further, with the intent of having our property returned, and hav- 
ing any and all expenses and damages incurred as a result of Ms. Burrell’s illegal activities fully reimbursed. 
Whatever legal actions we are forced to take, Ms. Burrell can blame only herself for the outcome. If we must go .” 
to the civil courts for justice, we will do so. Perhaps Ms. Burrell, as the Unquestonany guilty party, needs to be 
reminded of the penalties facing her if we are compelled to take this action. 


I urge you to continue to write to Ms. Burrell and tell her how much her actions anger, outrage, and offend you. 
She can be reached at 3419 Irwin Avenue, Bronx, NY 10463-3720. | also ask that you continue boycott any 
conventions that invite or allow this woman to serve on their committees — and that you let them know, in writ- 
ing, exactly why you are staying away; there are still misguided individuals in fandom who believe she has done 
no wrong (!). And | ask that you also continue to send me copies of your letters for my files. 


| have already received many letters from you, my concerned fellow fans. | have never-met most of you, and 
suspect ! never will meet some of you. But | sincerely thank you for your support, and encourage you to keep 
on writing. Perhaps we can do something to remedy this situation, and to protect others from the dishonest and 
predatory elements in our midst. Perhaps, by acting together, we really can persuade this woman to un-do the 
damage she has done, even though the law has thus far failed to accomplish anything. 


Fandom may weil be a microcosm of the world around us, but that does not mean we must stoop to the world’s 
lowest levels. Thieves, frauds, liars, and the like should have no place among us. | am sure you, as concemed 
fans -~- no, as concemed individuals, whether you are ne or not! — agree. 


j humbly and gratefully thank you for all yor patience, understanding, and euppor: 





. fie, the situation has not changed in the least — except that the TWPS and | 
are now completing the preparation of those documents necessary to initiate the legal 
action we are being compelled to take. Wish us luck! 


‘Rn 
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"Mixed Doubles" 
(By Joyce Ashcroft) 


Parts, 1966 


"Scotty." 


Kelly's volce sounded preoccupfed -- which was certainly possible, even Ifkely- He really got 
Into his work. And when that work came In the form of a comely brunette with a killer backhand, 
so much the better. "Hey, how you doln'?" Scotty replted Into the telephone, trying to sound 
casual. "She got the Info we need?" 


The high arched window of the opulent hotel room afforded a panoramic view of the splendour that 
was Parts. To Kelly Robinson, It all looked very far away. He cradled the recelver between his 
cheek and his shoulder, leaving both hands free to spread a sheet over the body on the bed. "Not 
exactly," he responded, lips tight with unspoken fury. The sheet showed a crimson stalin where 
blood had already begun to soak through. 


There was a lot of blood. Stabbing did that to a person. "You better get over here." 


Regina Spenser, age twenty-eight, helght five foot sIx Inches... The statistics ran through 
Kelly's head Iftke an endless litany. She was dead -- murdered -- and If that weren't enough, 
she'd been killed before she could pass along vital Information. 


Kelly and the beautiful British agent had been half of a mixed doubles match to be played at 
Versallles that weekend. They'd used the cover before -=- but this time, Regina wasn't going to 
make [te Tennis players weren't common targets for murder. Spies, however, were. And whether 
or not her killer had extracted any Information from her before she died, she had still returned 
her last serve. 


Scotty arrived promptly, but having him there didn't change anything. He was simply one more 
palr of eyes to go through the hotel sulte and make sure there was nothing "sensitive" left 
around for the unfriendites to get hold of -- if they hadn't already. Only after the two agents 
made certain nothing In the room could lead the authorities to belleve she had been anything 
other than the quintessential amateur tennis player would they contact the gendarmes. 


it was more or less a courtesy at that point. Evidence had been disturbed, Items In the room 
moved, some wiped clean == all those things the movies tell people never to do. 


Once Kelly and Scotty were satisfied, they made themselves scarce, then placed their anonymous 
call from the pay phone at the local tobacco shop. No use getting themselves Involved, risking 
thelr cover and whatever was left of the assignment. There was still a little matter of the fn- 
formation Regina had been carrytnge Someone had wanted to prevent her from relaying it -- wanted 
It badly enough to kill her. 


London 





John Steed Inspected hIs reflection In the gilt glass -- Impeccable, as always. Any little sur- 
prises IIfe had In store for him were seldom presented In the mirror. 


The knock on the door of his flat was no surprise either. He opened It for the equally Impec- 
cable Emma Peel, who greeted him with a slight smile as she made a minute adjustment to his 
collar. "Sorry," he offered, reexamining his reflection. 

"Perspective," she replied. 

"Better 2" 


"Much." 


#9 % 


"Mrs. Peel?" 
"Yes?" 
“We're needed.* 
*%* &ene & 
“How many times do ! have to go through this?" 


“One more," Scotty told his partner. "Look, I'm every bit as tired of hearing this as you are of 
talking about It.® 


“Wanna bet?" The tennis player turned from the window and took a deep breath. "All right. She 
asked me to meet her at nine am i did that." 


"Anyone know about It besides us?" 


"Obviously." A few seconds later, Kelly rethought his tone of voice, and hIs next words came out 
minus the fangse "The door was ajar when | got upstairs. 1! called her name; nobody answered. | 
went Inside, and there she was. } called youe You showed up- We swept the piace, left, and 
called the copse And they I!ived happily ever after." 


it was consIstent, If nothing else -- cons!Istently depressing. A good agent was dead, and they | 


didn't have one decent lead. That was quite bad enough -- but even worse was the knowledge that 
If one agent had been burned, that could well mean more soon would be. 


Regina had been working to arrange a meeting between "their side" and a reclusive scientist by 
the name of Jacques LeFond, who had yet to declare an allegiance to any particular faction. This 
specific gentleman was on everyone's A-list, however -- by virtue of the fact that he had re- 
cently developed a handy device that under certaln conditions rendered radar systems useless. 
Needless to say, one or two other parties were interested In getting to know Dr. LeFond. Regina 
had been a valuable go-between, and her death created a major blind spot In their assignment. 

"So we don't know who killed her. We also don't know when or where we're supposed to hook up 
with this guy LeFond. Not to mention that we don't even know where LeFond Is." Alexander Scott 
ticked off their numerous problems with remarkable grace under pressure. 

“We do know one thing," Kelly reminded him. 

“What's that?" 

"Things can only Improve." 

"Thank you, Pollyanna." 

Kelly managed a half-hearted grin as he went to answer a knock at the door. "I got it." 

"You sure about that?" 

"} know how to answer a door." 

The two gendarmes standing In the hallway weren't smiling. "You're right, Scotty, it's for you." 
Kelly stepped astde so Scott could operate -- the Rhodes scholar was a lingulst with a command of 
more fanguages than Kelly cared to count. "! can sense that your remarkable diplomatic talents 
are calied for In this Instance." 

"You can sense that you don't remember sIx words of high school French," Scott parried. 


"In point of fact, | doe However, they are not six words these gentlemen would be Inclined to 
respond to In a favourable manner. Trust me." 


"You flatter yourself." 


However, Scott barely got "Bonjour" out .of his mouth before the gendarmes waved him aside. 
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“Not necessary, monsleur," one of them sald. "We do speak English quite well." 
"Better than Kelly's French, for sure," Scott affirmed. “What can we do for you gentlemen?" 


They returned his casual manner with cool [tndifference. "We wish to speak to Monsieur Robinson 
regarding his association with Mademolselle Regina Spenser." 


Of course, they'd known this was coming. The tournament had been well publicized, and It was 
only a matter of time before the constabulary showed up to find out what Kelly knew about Regina. 
He'd had time to put together a few Innocuous answers to anticipated questions, making It a 
little easter to feign complete surprise when they "Informed" him of her death. "Don't tell me 
Reggie's In hot water with the cops," he said. "If ! told her once, | told her a thousand times, 
don't tear up parking tickets..." 


"This Is considerably more serltous, monsteur," one gendarme rep!iied, his tone Implying he had 
little or no patience with flip American athletes. "“Mademolselle Spenser was found dead this 
morning In her room at |'Hotel Rol-Solell." 
This was Kelly's blg moment, and he played It. Even Scotty was Impressed by the expression of 
shock he manifested. "What...?" he asked, looking from the Inspector's face to Scotty's and back 
again. "There's got to be some mistake..." 


"No mistake, monslteur. {! have just come from the hotel. Mademolselle Spenser was murdered last 
night." 


"Well, the least you could do Is break It to a guy gently," Scott protested. "You must know 
Kelly and Regina were friends. You fellas always bust In with bad news like Jimmy Cagney I[n a 
bad gangster flick?" 


A curt shake of the head. "No, monsfeur, this Is not the way we normally Inform a victim's asso- 
clates of a death. It Is the way we begin our Interrogation of a suspect." 


"Suspect?" This time, Kelly's shock wasn't manufactured. "You think | had something to do with 
it?" 


"That Is what | sald." 


"Yeah, man, | know that's what you sald, but..." Whet had they missed? What had led the police 
to make this kind of accusation? "You mind tellin' me why?" 


“| would prefer to ask the questions, Monslteur Robinson." 


"And | would prefer not to be a suspect In a murder," Kelly shot back. "Seems | don't have a lot 
of say In the matter, though." 


"Cool It, Kel," Scotty advised. “They're just doing thelr Job." 


But he was troubled, too. They'd swept Regina's room. This wasn't supposed to happen. They'd 
been too careful. What had gone wrong? 
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"It seems fairly obvious," was Emma Peel's typically candid assessment of the situation. She 
stepped asiIde so the coroner's aides could remove the stretcher -- along with the body of Regina 
Spensere "You say Mr. Robinson was seen entering Miss Spenser's room?" 

The young bellman, looking oddly pallid at the sight of the retreating stretcher and !ts burden, 
swallowed hard and nodded. "Oul, madamee This morning. I! was delivering a tray to this floor. 
| saw hime" aan: 

"And you're certain It was Mr. Robinson?" Steed inquired. 

"Oul, monsieur." 


The photograph of Robinson and Spenser on the front page of the morning newspaper had come In 
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handy. Not only did the bellman recall seeing Robinson, but also the clerk at the desk had told 
of seeing the two of them together In the dining room the evening before. “Robinson's got quite 
a reputation," Mrs. Peel mused. 

"Tennis?" Steed asked. 

“That, tooe 1! was thinkIng more In terms of considering himself somewhat the ladies' man." 
“indeed. As you say, It seems falrly obvious." 


“Apparently, the gendarmes feel similarly." Still, she didn't sound quite satisfied. "A crime 
of passion?" 


"Possibly." Her companion continued to peruse the sulte In search of anything that might have 
been missed. "Spenser was one of our best. I'd like to think she'd be Immune to that sort of 
thing -- dublous American charms, and all that. She had a job fo do." 


"Now, we'll never know If she completed It." Mrs. Peel turned. "We'll never know if she made 
contact with Dr. LeFond." 


"Best we try to find out.® 

"Where do you suggest we begin?" 

"Would you Ifke to talk to Robinson?" 

She frowned slightly. "Not particularly." 


"A disagreeable Job, Mrs. Peel," Steed nodded In acknowledgement. “However...someone's got to do 
it." 
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Kelly Robinson was In hls second hour of befng grilled by the local police -= an activity he 
unfavourably compared to having multiple root-canals performed by a blind dentist. “I told you," 
he sald stiffly, hits voice taut with Impatience and fatigue. “And told youe And then | think | 
told you agalne Yes, ! knew Regina Spenser. We played together once before, at Forest Hills, 
maybe two years agoe |! didn't kill her. 1! don't know who did." 

"Yes, monslieur, you told use" The inspector closed his notebook. “Perhaps soon, you will! tell 
us the truth. At that time, | would like to have you start by admitting you were In Mademoiselle 
Spenser's room thls morning. We will be going now. You will hear from us again soon." 

"No particular rush," Kelly safd under his breath as the two men showed themselves to the door. 


"Well, Kel, before this morning, | thought it might be kInd of a dul! weekend," Scott observed. 
"Thank you for making It Infinitely more Interesting." 


"They can't convict me for something |! didn't do." 
"We're not In the States now, Kel." 
*te're not In the Kremitn, elther." 


Scotty went to the window and pulled the heavy embroidered drapes to one side, giving him a clear 
view of the square below. "Come take a look at this." 


Kelly cast an uninterested glance In the general direction of the window. “Statue. Fountain. 
Cars. Nice." 


“Two hundred years ago, that was the site of the most popular quick-weight-loss program in 
France." : 


“Health spa?" 


"“Gulllotinee" Scotty let the drapes fall back Into place. "My guess Is that one or two of those 
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people probably said just what you're saying right now." 
"Thanks, Scotty, you've taken away all my nagging worrles -=- and turned them Into blind panic." 


"If France's answer to Boston Blackle finds out we're undercover operatives, you and | both might 
end up out there with our collars unbuttoned the hard way." 


"Get out of here, they don't do that any more..." 


But the political Impltcations were all too clear. The French government had no reason to look 
kindly on two American sples Inftitrating thelr political structure, allegedly murdering Brittsh 
sub Jects and enticing thelr own sclentists to jump ship and emigrate to the United States. 


Kelly and his "coach" headed for the tennis club, hoping to turn up something -- anything =~ that 
might yleld a lead. Although the bad news had already reached the players at Versallles, it 
seemed the gendarmes' train of thought hadn't; It didn't appear common knowledge that Kelly was a 
suspect In Regina's death, and no one so much as looked at him crossways. 


"Looks tIke the Keystone Kops haven't shared thelr suspicions with anybody around here," Kelly 
remarked as he and Scotty exited the equipment room and headed for the courts. 


"Maybe not, but thelr presence Is nonetheless keenly felt." Scotty didn't even have to gesture 
with his eyes; he knew Kelly had also seen the rather conspicuous tall the French poltce had 
apparently tacked onto them. This was one guy who'd read too many Dick Tracy comics; there was 
no way you could miss him. "Know what | mean?" 


"| do Indeed." 
“Want to lose him?" 


‘Kelly shook his head. "Couldn't IIve with myself. The guy probably needs us to help him find 
his way back to the hotel." 


"Ten francs says he could do It himself." 


"Okay, you're one Ii! match your ten, and throw In five that say nobody ever sees him again." 
They shook hands on the wager and continued toward the courts. 


Emma Peel pulled up to the front gates In her rented MG, only too glad to allow the parking valet 
to see to the car's safe-keeping. She was on the continent now, and In no way was that more ap~- 
parent than the fact she'd Just defied her very nature to drive several miles on what she firmly 
belleved to be the wrong side of the road. She'd always prided herself on her adaptability, her 
capacity to adjust to nearly any situatton and cope with a wide variety of variables -- but that 
was asking too much. Everyone had limits. 


Kelly RobInson was easy enough to spot. Mrs. Peel had already formed an opinion of him, and al- 
though It was none too favourable, she did her best to keep an open mind. He'd been lying about 
beIng In Regina's room =~ and although that In Itself wasn't enough to convict him of murder, It 
was more than enough to cast aspersions on his credibility. The man obviously had something to 
hide. 


As she crossed the wide expanse of fawn and gerdens, Mrs. Peel was unaware she was the ob ject of 
much scrutiny from the cover of a nearby bank of shrubbery. However, the tell-tale glint of sun- 
[ight off the lenses of a pair of binoculars was Clearly visible from the courts. 

Kelly hit one well over Scotty's head -- on purpose, thelr prearranged stgnal that something was 
goIng on and they needed to confer. Scott obligingly jogged to the net to meet his partner on 


the pretense of berating him on his serving skill. “Nice shot," he congratulated Robinson. "You 
mind gotn* out to the parking lot to pick It up?" 


"Sun was In my eyes," Kelly replied. 
"Do tell.” 


"Actually, I'm not kidding. If Just happened to notice It reflect off a rather Interesting phe- 
nomenon over In that bunch of bushes." 
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"Really?" Scott nodded casually, resisting an Impulse to check It out. 

Kelly bounced a tennis ball on his racquet. "I kid you not. A pair of field glasses, i'd say." 

"Probably get a better view from the stands, wouldn't you think?" 

"| would." 

"You got any Idea what a guy In the bushes with binocs would be lookin' at?" 

Kelly was about to say he didn't have a clue -- until he noticed the shapely silhouette of Emma 
Peel on the sideline. The tennis ball bounced off hls racquet and rolled away languidly. "l 


know what I'd be lookin’ at If | had some." 


Mrs. Peel stopped the ball with one foot and bent to scoop It up as Kelly approached. "Lose 
something?" she Inquired conversational ly. 


"Almost." 
"You must be more careful." She tossed the ball to him, and he caught [t neatly. 


"Absolutely. Been thinkIn' of having It put on a long string so | can just pull tt back when | 
drop it." 


"Innovative." 

"That's me." Yes, she was beautiful -- and she had a veneer a diamond wouldn't scratch. Kelly 
had expected to get more mileage out of his movie-star smile and flawless tan, but he concealed 
his disappointment. “Kelly Robinson." 

"Emma Peel." 

"Very nice to meet you, MissSeoe" 
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Damn! First a murder, with him a suspect, then somebody In the bushes with binoculars, and now 
this. {It just wasn't his day. "You a tennis fan, Mrs. Peel?" 


"Of sorts," she nodded. 

"This Is the place to be, then." 

"| would have thought so, until | saw your last shot." 

Ouch! And double damn. Everything the woman said was cordial to a fault, delivered with a crisp 
English accent that could be sold by the pound, not to mention a truly extraordinary smile. Yet 
there was enough cozy warmth In that tone of hers to lay a film of Ice on the surface of the sun. 
"Well, maybe you should stick around for a while and see If | get any better," he parried, neatly 
deflecting her remark and sending It back over the net. This one definitely was an opponent, not 
& spectator. 

Scotty joined them, bringing along his usual Impeccable finesse. "Strike one, ace," he told 
Kelly with a not-so-subtle grin, extending his hand to their audience of one. "I'm Alexander 
Scott." 

She took his hand smoothly. “Emma Peel." 

"Nice to meet youe London, am | right?" 

"You are. And you?" 

"Philadelphia -- but | spent some time at Oxford between there and here." 


That Impressed her. Kelly briefly considered his chances of being equally impressive, but his 
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attention was diverted when, from the corner of his eye, he again saw the wink of sunlight on 
metal and glass. Whoever was hiding In the hedge hadn't given up yet; he was still focussed on 
the three of them. 

Apparently Scotty hadn't seen It -=- but Emma Peel had. Kelly saw her eyes dart reflexively In 
the direction of the flash of IIght. The Implications obviously Interested her, too, although 
she didn't gIive any deliberate outward [tndication that she'd even noticed it. 


Scotty had barely begun a discussion of Old English architecture when she Interrupted him. “I'm 
so sorryeee 1! belleve 1! see someone | know. Would you excuse me?" 


Without walting for a response, she was gone as quickly as she'd arrived, with the distinctly 
quickened step of one who had seen more than just an old friend on the other side of the tennis 
courte “Something | sald?" Scott wondered out loud. 


"| don't think so, man," Kelly replled musIngly.- “She just seemed awfully Interested fn our 
peeping tom In the bushes." 


“Friend of hers?" 

"Could be." 

“Maybe she could do worse than you." 

"Maybe English architecture bores her to tears." 

"Not possible. Fascinating stuff." 

By the time Mrs. Peel had made her roundabout way to the hedge to check things out, there was no 
one to be found skulkIing there. A footprint or two In the soft earth proved she hadn't Imagined 


things, but that was small consolation. And she was certain Robinson had noticed that brief 
flash as well. He didn't make a show of It -- but neither did he seem surprised. 
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"Is he protecting someone?" Steed inquired. 

"I'm not sure," Mrse Peel replied. She accepted the cognac he offered her, and they touched 
glasses with a gentle bell-lIIke ring. "He's difficult to read. Appeared quite the playboy with 
me at first, then completely serfous after we both saw the flash of IIght from the hedge. And | 
know he saw It." She sipped the drink, savourtng {tte "Marvelous." 

Their adjoining suites at Le Palats afforded a picture postcard view of the Eiffel Tower and the 
Setnee Autos, buses, and taxis tore through the streets below, creating a chaotic blend of 
sounds quite different from the quieter London avenues they were accustomed to. 


Steed went to the window and closed it, blocking out the traffic nolses. "Remarkable. How do 
they ever manage [t?" 


"I'm sure | don't know. Just the drive to Versallles was I!ke something out of a nightmare, all 
those cars on the right. Or should | say wrong?" 


"I"'|| derive tomorrow," the man offered. 

“Where to?" 

"We're to meet with two American operatives and join forces on this. Edict from the top." 
"i'm not sure | like the sound of that." 

"Now that we know we're belng watched, | quite agree." 

"You as well?" 


Steed nodded almost disinterestedly as he took a seat on the divan. "Spotted him In my rear-view 
mirror." 
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"You lost him, ! assume." 


"Quite neatly. Poor devil fs probably still driving ‘round the Place de !"Etotle, wondering what 
happened to me." 


"Why Americans?" 

"Regina Spenser was working closely with this particular team. She was supposed to arrange a 
time and place for them to meet with our friend Dr. LeFond. She's thelr loss as wel! as ours." 
He paused, appreciating the many attributes of the cognac. "You're right, thls Is marvelous." 


"| don't suppose It matters," she sald. "After all, we're all on the same side. Where are we to 
meet these Amerl!cans?" 


“Notre Dame Cathedral, tomorrow at noon." 
“And the recognition code?" 
He gave her a smile. "Classic literature, Mrs. Peel. You'l! enjoy this." 
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"Sanctuary?" Kelly stared up at the towers of Notre Dame Cathedral. A larger, greyer, more 


impostng structure might exist somewhere In France, but It was a long shot. This one almost’ 


definitely took the cake. “You gotta be kidding." 


"No joke," Scotty replied, shaking his head. "I! know you never read the book, but you must've 
seen one of the movies, mane You know, the hunchback slifngs the gypsy gir! over his shoulder and 
carries her off... Maybe you could take a few notes." 


"| did read the book, I'II have you know, and I'm fully aware of the orlgins of the word, thank 
you very much." He checked his watch. "Five of. 1 hope the English are prompt. 1! don't see 
why they think we need thelr help, anyway." 


"Regina was thelr agent, too. And may | remind you, Mr. All-American Super-Spy, that you your- 
self are a suspect In her murder. it's a vague possibility the powers that be aren't too 
thrilled with the way we've pulled this one off so far." 


"Yeah, | know, | Knoweee" Kelly broke off as, In the midst of the crowd milling In front of the 
cathedral, he spotted a familiar attractive face. "Uh-oh, here comes trouble." 


The two British agents spotted thelr counterparts. "That's RobInson, Isn't It?" Steed asked. 
"Yes," Mrs. Pee! frowned. “! wonder what he's dolng here..." 

Stairs led down to a wide ledge along the river, which was walled by stone quays thirty feet high 
eround the [sland on which Notre Dame de Paris sat. The British agents made thelr way down the 
nearest set of steps, moving as quickly and unobtrusively as possible. They didn't need an audi- 
ence for this rendezvous -- and particularly not their prime suspect. 

Kelly and Scott also moved quickly, out of sight of the pavilion and down the opposite flight of 
stone steps to the promenade by the river. "This Is It," Scotty told his partner when they 
reached the bottom. 

Robinson checked hIs watch again. “Noon on the button. So where are they?" 


Steed and Mrs. Peel were about halfway down when they reallzed Kelly and Scott were walting at 
the bottom. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" Steed asked. 


"You don't suppose..." 
They stopped short as the two Americans looked up and noticed they had company. "Nowe." Kelly 


moaned under his breath, eye to eye with a not-so~pleased-elther Emma Peel. "Oh, come on... 
NOsee" 
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"Sanctuary?" Scotty asked In disbelief. 

"So they tell me," Steed affirmed, a bit uneasily. "And | take It you gentlemen are 'Domino’..." 
"This has gotta be a nightmare," Kelly sald with a slow shake of his head. 

"Want me to pinch you?" Scotty asked. 

"You do, and It's the last thing you do." 


") take It, then, that you did not kill Regina Spenser," Mrs. Peel conjectured, meeting Kelly's 
gazee "I suppose It's encouraging To have that much straightened out, at least." 


"You're tellin’ me," Robinson replied. “Good to know somebody believes me." 

"| mostly did," his partner reminded him. 

"Thanks." 

An Intriguing, If disconcerting, turn of events. The British agents Jotned the Americans at the 
bottom of the steps, with guarded reserve on both sides. Orders were orders. But that didn't 
mean any of them had to be happy about it. A few things began to make more sense, though, such 
@Seee 


"You saw the reflection, too," Kelly sald to Emma Peel. "Over fn the bushes. Fleld glasses." 


"Probably," she agreed. "But by the time | got there, only a couple of footprints were waltinge 
Not much to go one" 


tWell, we know he has feet," Scott put In. 

"Doesn't narrow the fleld down apprectably," Steed remarked. “But granted, It's a start." 
"You'll be needing a new tennts partner," Mrs. Peel told Kelly. 

"Yeah, | suppose." 

"| should say definitely, tf you expect to play In the tournament." 

"Yes, ma'am, whatever you say." 

"| dislike pointing out the obvious." 


He bristlede "Yeah, well, | kind of dislike hearing It. Scotty and | were already making plans 
about which way to go with this." 


"We were?" Scott asked with genuine surprise. "I! sleep through another riveting several hours of 
deep Investigative work again?" The look Kelly gave him was worth a thousand words. "Actually, 
{ think what my esteemed partner Is trying To say Is that we're not exactly used to working this 
ways We've been together a long +ime, and we pretty much do our own thing. IT works for use" 


"In this Instance, i'm afrald we're more or less stuck with one another," Steed pointed out. 
Uncanny how he could detall a mutually distasteful situation with such affabllity. The British 
agents weren't any happier about thelr predicament, If the friction between Mrs. Peel and Kelly 
Robinson were any Indication. "Looks that way," Kelly agreed. "Well, there's a solutton. We'll 
just have to clean this assignment up tn record time." 

"! quite agree," Mrs. Peel sald with a node 


"Agree.ee" Kelly repeated with a +hin smiles "Scotty, she agreed with mee 1! don't know what to 
say." 


"Hey, Kel, this fs consecrated ground. Miracles happen here all the time. If It happens again, 
maybe they'!! put up a statue..." 
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But even as he spoke, Kelly turned and looked up toward the top of the solid stone wall at thelr 
backs. "Hear that?" 


“Hear what?" 


Before the American could elaborate, he was forced to act. He pulled Scotty with him as he threw 
himself back, flush against the stone wall -- also giving a warning shout to the British agents, 
who did the same. Fortunately, they moved Just before a good-sized chunk of the wall plummeted 
to the ground In the midst of where the four had been standing scant seconds before. 


Kelly and Scott darted up the stairs to the right, as Steed and Mrs. Pee! took the flight to the 
left. All four reached the same conclusion at the top -- that with hundreds of people strolling 
through the plaza In front of the cathedral, there was no way to determine exactly who had just 
tried to kill them. 


Kelly shoved aside the heavy growth of shrubbery growing rampant over the low wall, and pulled 
out a crowbar. "Someone's on to us." 


"You don't say," Mrs. Peel replied sharply. 
"You see anyone?" 


"| see a lot of anyones," Scott told him. “Hundreds. If you're asking me, do | see the anyone 
who did It, the answer Is, no, | do not." 


"The plot thickens," Steed remarked. 


"Don't you ever get rattled?" Kelly demanded, turning on him. "There's somebody around here try~ 
Ing to knock us off with very large and heavy falling objects, Mr. Steed. Doesn't that worry you 
at all?" 


"| assure you, Mre Robinson, 1! fully recognize the gravity. Thirty-two feet per second per 
second, as | recall." He glanced at Mrs. Peel for corroboration. 


She shook her head slightly. "Velocity," she corrected with her usual staccato charm. "Time 
rate of I!near motion In a given direction. In this case, down." 


"My mistake." 
Kelly dropped the crowbar back Into the bushes. "Nuts," he remarked under his breathe 
"Physics," Scotty amended. 


*)] mean them. Both of ‘em." 
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Not even nightfall could truly darken ta ville lumlére; the City of Light shone brightly and 
boldly tn spite of the late hour. Several miles To The east, at the brillfantly Illuminated 
palace of Versailles, a lone guard walked his post outside the equipment room. The morning's 
tournament would begin at nine, and all reports promised fair weather, the sunshine befitting the 
legacy of the Sun King whose royal palace was the site of the event. Louls himself would have 
been pleased. Everything was proceeding according to plan. 


On the surface, perhaps. For Inside the equipment room, under cover of a tarpaulin, Insidious 
dotngs were afoot. 


A shadowy figure held a knife In one practiced hand, and cut carefully Into the tennis ball fn 
the other. The knife hand then Inserted a device Into the ball, securing It to the inside 
sur face. | 


No larger than a chestnut, the contact explosive was powerful enough to blow anything within a 
six-foot radius to kingdom come -- palatial analogy entirely colncidental. Elther a bounce or a 
direct hit would do -- and the American tennis player/spy would meet an untimely, If colourful, 
end. In front of hundreds of spectators, no less. 
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Carefully, the secretive figure closed the rubber shell over the device ~~ very carefully. Then 
+he fabric outer covering, gently, gently... A Ilttle glue, and volla-.. No one would be able 
to tell this ball from any other. No ticking, even -- extremely sophisticated equipment. 


All that rematned was to transfer the ball to Robinson's locker. A mere technicality, accom 


plished with the crudest of lock picks. Less trouble, certainly, than the lock of Regina 
Spenser's hotel roomee. 


Once the ball was In the equipment bag and the locker carefully closed, the Intruder left the 
area as quietly and as unnoticed as he had entered. 
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"So, what do you think?" Kelly asked. 


it was early to be at the palace, since the actual play wouldn't commence for a good two hours 
yet. However, It was the perfect time to examine the area for any suspictous glints of sunlight 
or unidentified falling objects, long before the crowds started pouring In and things got Impos- 
sibly hectic. RobInson removed his racquet from his tockere "Of our new assoclates, | mean. 
Kind of make you nostalgic for the Revolutionary War, don't they?" 


Scott shook his head slowly. "I dunno, Kel.- A guy who wears a bowler to a tennis match and 
carries an umbrella when It's not raining Is sort of an enigma to me." 


"True, true." Kelly gave the racquet a few lazy swings. "| wonder what the ultimately correct 
and ever popular Mrs. Peel will be dolled up in for the occaston." 


“How's this?" 


Both men turned at the sound of her volcee Her white tennis outfit was flattering, to say the 
least -- and enticing, to say the most. "Am | properly ‘dolled up," as you put It?" 


"My new partner." Kelly's shoulders slumped noticeably. "Outstanding. Can you even play 
tennis? This ts the kInd you do on a court, not a tabletop." 


"Thank you, I do have a working knowledge of the rules." 
"Great! Maybe you can give Kelly a few pointers," Scott put In. 
"On a great many more sub jects than tennis, | dare say." 


"This Is gonna be one long weekend," Kelly affirmed, setting his jaw and willing himself to not 
get any angrier than he already was. "Now, look, lee." 


"Il should think we might want to make ourselves visible. We're obviously targets; It's reason- 
able to assume whomever tried to discourage us yesterday at the cathedra! will try again. They 
know where to find you." 


"Actually, my dear Mrs. Peel, | found the Incident at Notre Dame quite discouraging Indeed. | 
always feel that way when someone tries to make me several feet shorter rather suddenly." Kelly 
holsted his equipment bag over his shoulder. Obviously, there was no putting her off this Idea. 
"| also find It discouraging that they 'know where to find me," as you put it." 

“How would you put It?" 

"Sitting duck?" Scott suggested. 

"Colourful," Kelly nodded. “Thank you very much." 


The courts were deserted at that early hour. Deserted, that Is, except for one lone gardener 
armed with a hoe, who worked diligently around the base of a nearby privet hedge while whistling 
"La Marselllatse." 


Also tn the victnity, armed with a camera, John Steed attempted to resemble an average tourist. 


The most sertous flaw In hIs masquerade was his choice of wardrobe. As Scotty had mentioned 
earlfer, there were very few people who dressed for a tennis match as they would for a high tea. 
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As for the umbrella, well... There wasn't a cloud In the sky. 


"Good morning," Steed greeted the two Americans as they and Mrs. Peel arrived on the court. "I 
see our British/American mixed doubles team Is looking quite nicely balanced again. Burned a bit 
of the midnight ol! getting up to par." 


"There's a court at your hotel?" Scott asked. 


“Unfortunately, noe But Mrs. Peel belng the resourceful type, she found banging the ball down 
the corridor agalnst the doors of the IIft to be a satisfactory subst! tute." 


"it may have been a bit of a racket," the woman al lowed. 


"Also a bit of a shock to that elderly couple getting off on our floor," her compatriot reminded 
her. "Just as the doors opened, you called thirty-all, and..." 


"i said | was sorry." 


"Okay, this Is all very Interesting, but what do you say we play a little tennis, huh?" Kelly 
set his bag down on the sideline. "Scotty, keep an eye on the perimeter. | don't mind letting 
+hem know where we ere, but | draw the IIne at being the bulls-eye." He Indicated the near side 
of et ade "Be my guest, Mrs. Peel." He tossed her two tennis balls. "Let's see what you're 
made of." 


She caught both balls neatly, and strolled over to centre court. Once In posttion, she set one 


ball down on the baseline and ralsed the other for her serve. It wasn't a particularly master ful 
swing, but It was a fair shot, and easily made It over the net. Kelly returned It, and the woman 
sent It back again. 

"Not bad," Scotty remarked to Steed as they watched from the sideline. "She been play!Ing long?" 


Steed glanced at his watch. "Nearly ten hours, | should think. Rather a quick study, wouldn't 
you say?" 


Rather. Even Kelly had to acknowledge his new partner had more prowess than he'd glven her 
credit for. They continued for several minutes, both getting more and more aggressive tn thelr 
play, until! It finally became a real contest, with each trying to force the other to overextend. 
The smal! brown terrler who raced across the court, neatly snapped up the ball Mrs. Peel had de- 
posited on the baseline, and vanished Into the hedges with It was at fault for ending the rally; 
she mlssed her shot while trying to miss the dog, and the ball In play bounced off the rim of her 
racquet and entangled Itself In the net. 

“How does one score something like that?" she called across the net. 

"Single fault," her opponent replied. “His." 


They met at the net. "I can assume, then, that you are satisfled with my ability?" Mrs. Peel in- 
quired with a playful elevation of her eyebrows. 


"Yeah, I'm satisfied," Kelly nodded agreeably. "Amazed, even. Would It make any difference If | 
satd | wasn't?" 


“Unlikely.” 

‘Mrs. Peel, | do belleve I'm getting used to you." 

"You flatter me." 

“Purely accidental, | assure youe Won't happen again." He risked what remained of his ego and 
smiled at her -- and to his Immense satisfaction, she smiled back. "So, except for a canine 
kleptomantac, we're In good shape here. Nobody's even dropped a single house on us ali this time 
we've been out here In the open." 


"Perhaps a look 'round the grounds would Iiven things up." 
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"!*m game, If you are." 


As soon as they started back to the clubhouse, the terrter emerged from his hiding place and be- 
gan to dig a rather unsightly hole at centre court. Most gardeners would strenuously object to 
such consummate rudeness ~~ and Victor de Maulle was no exception. When he saw the dog drop the 
tennis ball Into the hole, he was filled with a righteous Indignation only a gardener whose care- 
ful work Is belIng destroyed scant hours before an International event can possibly muster. 


"Non!" Victor ran toward the terrier, who kicked a few clumps of sod over the evidence, then 
took off as though the wrath of God were after him. This particular dog had apparently been 
chased before, and was quite aware of the potential consequences. He quickly made himself 
scarcee 


MumbIi Ing curses, the gardener shook his head furfously over the damage to the court, then ralsed 
the flat surface of hIs hoe to tamp down the displaced sod, stopping only when he heard his name 
called from nearby. 


It was Francols, the head groundsman -- and he meant now. Victor, hoe fn hand, proceeded briskly 
to find out what was the matter this time. Perhaps The privet hedge had sprung some unsightly 
and loathsome growth during his thirty-second absence. It took very little to upset Frangols. 


By eight-thirty, the stands were packed with spectators. Kelly Robinson and Emma Peel were to 
play the team of Johann Gustaf and Kriste Van Daam, representing Austria and the Nether! ands 
respectively, and the four players hastened out to the court to cater to the press before their 
match. Most of the questions fired at them were In French, and Kelly listened to Mrs. Peel reply 
In the language of the land without walting for an Interpreter to translate. 


She was something, he acknowledged. He wasn't sure quite what -~ but Emma Peel was definitely 
something else. =~ 


He was given a reprieve from the constant nodding and smiling as if he understood every word when 
the press decided to get a few shots of the players tn actione As he sent the ball over to 
Gustaf, he couldn't help noticing an frregularity at centre court, Just fn front of the net. 
They'd have to smooth that out before the real play commenced... 


The four went easy on each other, keeping the ball in play for the benefit of the shutterbugs 
from the wire services who queued on the sidelines. Gustaf was particularly colourful; bluntly 
put, he I!ked to show off. While the cameras were on him, his mind was only on what he looked 
like -=- and so It was no real surprise when he missed the shot that ended the brief rally. 


"Fifteen," Kelly remarked to his satisfied partner as he Jotned her at the net to pose for the 
cameras. 


"Or it would be, If this weren't merely a warm~up," she replied. | 


"They keep those cameras clicking, and old Gustaf'!! be too busy making sure his best side's 
always show!ng to pay any attention to the gamee We might actually win this one." 


The telephoto lens on Steed's camera afforded him a better than average view, and he brought the 
puzzling lump at centre court Into crisper focus. It was just a few feet from where Emma Peel 
stood with Kelly Robinson. It didn't make sense, and that bothered hime He wasn't sure what It 
was -- and that bothered him, tooe He knew he didn't Itke It. 


Gustaf, still displaying h!Is televisfon-commercial smile, vaulted the net for the benefit of the 
press cameras. He had no right to do that, given the fact that he had just faulted the point to 
the opposing team. 


It was an expensive breach of courtesy. 


When Gustaf's full wefght came down on the buried explosive, the detonation was enough to knock 
those standing nearby clear off thelr feet. Barely ten feet away, Kelly and Mrs. Peel both 
Instinctively hit the court face down, with thelr arms over their heads. As charred clumps of 
grass rained down on them, singeIng their arms and legs, the horrified crowd of spectators 
reacted with screams of panic -- few of the bourgeolsie had ever before seen a man die right In 
front of thelr eyes. ee 
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The first thing Kelly saw was the body of Johann Gustaf over by the net; then he spotted the 
shallow, blackened crater In the turf beside Ite "You all right?" he asked Emma Peel as she ten~ 
tatively uncrossed her arms and pulled herself up a few Inches. 


She nodded. "Apparently..." Her eyes found Gustaf, then focussed on Kelly.e "You?" 


"Yeah, | think so." Better than Gustaf, at any rate. He didn't need a closer look to tell him 
the man was dead. He pulled himself to his knees and extended a hand to the woman beside him. 


Then Steed was there as well. "Any damage?" he Inquired, taking her arm. 
She shook her head. "To me, noe To the court, most definitely." 
"Where's Scotty?" Kelly asked. 


Scott had also been on his way to make sure hIis partner and Mrs. Peel were unhurt when, from the 
corner of one eye, he'd caught sight of a man running full tIlit away from the scene of the explo- 
slone Someth!Ing In the man's stride told him the fellow wasn't reacting to the scenario on the 
court In a humanistic way; his galt seemed fueled by panic, and the determination to make himself 
scarce as fast as possible. 


When another glance toward the court told him the surviving players were already pulling them- 
selves to thelr feet, Scotty opted for the chase. 


Halfway up a flight of marble steps leading to the main garden, he caught up with the fleeing 
figure. A quick tackle reminiscent of his football days brought the man down, but a sudden heel 
to the jaw reminded him more of a bad martial arts film he'd once suffered through In a seedy 
dive In West Philly called the Empire CInemae He lost his balance at the top of the stairs for 
just a split second, falling to one side; It gave the other man enough extra time to disappear 
around the corner of one of the stone edifices. 


By the time Scotty regalned his footing and resumed the chase, the stranger was nowhere to be 
found. 


The laminated card caught on a rose bush was the sort service workers wore In the workplace. 
Scott turned It over thoughtfully, plucking a few shredded leaves from the broken clipe The man 
who'd lost It was an employee of the Musée Grevin. His name was Maurice. 


And -- son of a gun! -- Maurice's picture bore a striking resemblance to the fellow who'd just 
trted to punch out his lights a minute or so ago- 


Maybe he should try to return the favour. Personally. 
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Musée Grevin, on Boulevard Montmartre, boasted the most complete collection of French historical 
figures tn Parts. Napoleon, Louts XVI, Marie Antoinette... They were all there, all deftly 
sculpted In wax, In such Incredible detal! that they almost appeared to be breathing. "So, we're 
In the market for a guy named Maurice, who wears cheap shoes," Scotty summed up as the four of 
them entered the matin gallery. 


Two large halls extended off the main salon, both IIt malnly by the small, dim spotlights of the 
exhibits within. Kelly pointed toward the one on the left. "You take the high road, and we'll 
take the low road," he told the British agents. 


"Cabinet Fantastique," Emma Peel read from the tableau above the vaulted portal. She ralsed an 
appealingly arched eyebrow. "The Chamber of Horrors." 


There had been questions at Versallles -- plenty of them. Only after Kelly RobInson and Emma 
Peel had been duly checked out by a physiclan had they been permitted to leave, and then only on 
the pretense of wanting to return to their hotels to try to recover from the traumatic events of 
the morning. Mrs. Peel had effectively faked a faint to speed things along ~=- and even as Kelly 
had chivalrously moved to catch her, he was aware that she was about as prone to passing out from 
shock as Gustave Elffel had been to acrophobia. It was all he could do to keep from laughing. 
But It had done the trick. 
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The sous-sol where Kelly and Scotty found themselves a few moments later depicted a dozen-odd 
scenarlos of the Revolution, all tn a semi-circular gallery off the corridor. They stopped In 
front of the first display, doing their best to appear to be average American tourists there only 
to admire and appreciate the spectacie of French history lald out before them. 


"Homey," Scotty remarked. 
"Yeah, If you're Jack the Ripper," Kelly agreed. 


The display showed Marte AntolInette In the Royal Palace, and might have been a richly elegant 
tableau had there not been a disembodied head mounted on a sword visible outside the Queen's par- 
flour window -- which, quite understandably, was causing her to swoon. “That's why they called It 
"la Révolution,® man," Scotty reminded his partner. “Lots of violence, you know?" He glanced 
over his shoulder. | 


Nobody around. Maybe there should have been. Maybe not. He couldn't help It; the place gave 
him the creeps. 


Steed and Mrse Peel found the Cabinet Fantastique presided over by a hulking ffgure In a black 
hood, who stood guard at the doorway. "BIt of the old realism here," Steed remarked as he [n- 
spected the double-edged axe In the figure's gloved hands. 


"Let's hope there's a IImit," his companion rep!!led, moving on. 


"Now, here's an Intriguing bit of history." He rejoined her In front of a replica of the bowels 
of the Prison Saint-Lazare. An emactated figure draped In rags extended hIs twisted, desperate 
claw of a hand from the cage that served as his cell In the rat-Infested cellar. 


"Festive," Mrse Peel commented. 


"Puts me In mind of my dormitory room, third form year." Steed went on to the next recess In the 
dark wall, which was curtained off by deep purple draperies. A sign on the display read, 
"Fermé." He nudged the heavy velvet curtain aside with the tip of his umbrella, but could see 
nothing In the unlighted recess. 


"So much for the chamber of horrors." Mrs. Peel jolned him. "I didn't notice anything out of 
place, did you?® 


"A very large, ostentatious candle factory, If you ask me," he repifede "Perhaps RobInson and 
Scott have had better luck." He gestured for the woman to precede him toward the hazily tllumi- 
nated "Sortie" sign a few feet to thelr right. "After you..." 


"! wonder..e.e" she mused as she started toward the exit. “Doesn't It seem to you as though we're 
beftng run ‘round fn circles? First the Incident at Notre Dame, then the explosion... We're all 
obviously targets, yet there's been no contact at all with Dr. LeFond. |..." 


She broke off, stopping Just short of the empty doorway. "There was a figure standing here when 
we came In, wasn't there? An executioner, wearing a black hood." She turned around. "Remember, 
Steed?" 


The gailery was empty. 

She ran back to the curtained exhibit, and tore the drapes aside. A blank wall. 

At least, Itt looked like a blank wall. She felt around In the cloying darkness, trying to see If 
there was some sort of catch or spring, anything that might Indicate a hidden doorway. NothIng 
but solid, unylelding brick met her desperate fingertips. Yet It was the only possible way Steed 
could have vantshed from the gallery... 


A sound behind her made her turn; someone was coming. She flattened herself against the wal! of 
the empty recess and made sure the draperles hid her from view. 


Moments later, she was grabbed rlght through the curtain, and dragged bodily from the vacant dis- 


play area. Thinking quickly, she delivered a rib-brulsing blow with one elbow, spun around when 
her assallant's orip loosened, and flung him up against the wall, fighting to get herself dis- 
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entangled from the heavy drapertes before he could recover and come at her again. 
"Ow!" The protest was In a disconcertingly famillar voice. “Hey, knock It off!" 


Disheveled, stunned, and rather badly brulsed In several places, Kelly Robinson held up his hands 
In a gesture of surrender. “I didn't know It was you! Honest! ! saw the curtaln move, and | 
Justeee" Suddenly realizing their close proximity, he managed a lopsided grine “On second 
thought, maybe this Isn't so bad after all." 


Mrs. Peel pulled away from him, and slammed her hand against the seemingly solid wall at the back 
of the recess. "They've got Steed," she sald sharply, angry at herself for having to admit It. 


Kelly Immediately lost the mocking, flirtatious sparkle In his eyes. “When? How?" 


"| don't know how! One moment, he was here, and the next..." She gestured with absolute cer- 
tainty toward the dim glow of the "Sortie" sign over the door to the hall. “But | do know that 
when we came In here, there was an executioner standing right there. And now, he's gone, too." 


"An executioner?" 


"Yes, an executioner -- tall fellow, black hood... Large, curved, double-edged battleaxe in 
hand. Shall ! draw you a diagram?" she snapped. 


"No time.” Kelly quickly checked the wall himself, but didn't have any more luck In finding a 
latch of any sort. "Come on, let's go find Scotty. Maybe he can help us plece this whole thing 
together." 


Scott was In the front foyer, reading a newspaper over Charles de Gaulle's shoulder. “You know, 
anywhere else In the world, you can get a pop In the face for doin' this," he told the others as 
they approached. 


"Save It," Kelly told him. "We got trouble." 


it didn't take Scott long to figure out exactly what that trouble consisted of; he could count to 
three -- In several languages. 


"| don't suppose you've seen any of these supposedly InanImate ob Jects walking about?" Mrs. Peel 
Inquired. “In particular, a rather large, muscular one wearing a black hood?" 
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And carrying a large, curved, double-edged battieaxe... Which was the first thing Steed saw when 
he regained consclousness. He was In a workroom strewn with bits and pieces of hal f-completed 
wax exhibits -=- dismembered arms, legs, and other disconcerting bits of anatomy lined the 
shelves. 


"One question..." he began, addressing his hooded host as his vision began to clear. "Would you 
mind just telling me If you've already hit me with that, or If that's stIll to come?" Something 
had hit him, and that was about all he knew for certain. Well, that, and the fact That The 
cloaked figure standing over him wasn't Little Red Riding Hood. 


He lay on his back, on a table... No, not a table. Any curfosity he may have entertained about 
the nature of the missing exhibit tn the gallery was satisfied as he took stock of his situation. 


With an effort, he turned his head to one side, realizing as he did so that It was the only part 
of hIs body he could move at all. His wrists were fastened together above his head; his feet 
were simIlarly bound. And In another moment, he recognized the apparatus to which he was so se~ 
curely fastened. "This actually works, does it?" 


The stlent, hooded figure stood with gauntieted hands on the spokes of a large wooden wheel at- 
tached to the rack. Powerful hands gave the crank less than an elghth of a turn. 


Steed felt his shoulders protest Immediately. "Not necessary, reallyee. At the moment, |! find 
all my cuffs are precisely the right length..." 
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Not even a detailed Inspection of the brick wall, conducted under the fragile Illumination pro- 
vided by Kelly's pocket cigarette I!ghter, turned up so much as a minute chink tn the mortar. 
“Well, he didn't just vanish Into thin alr," Scotty sald. 


“| think If we find Mrs. Peel's mysterfously mobile mannequin, we'll have a pretty good Idea who 
to ask," Kelly replied. 


“That’s hardly a cheery thought," Mrs. Peel observed as she joined them. 
"Anything?" Kelly asked her. 


"| discovered something about that missing exhibit," she reported. "The conclerge told me It's 
been under repair. She can't remember how long, or when It's due back." 


"So, what was It?" Scott inquired. 


She knit her brows slightly, just about the only expression of concern she appeared able to show. 
Her voice, as always, gave away I!ttie. "A rack." 


They wordlessly assessed the Implications. "I'd tike to open the floor to suggestions," Kelly 
said at last. 


"I'd like to offer some," Scott replied. “But I'm dry as a bone." 


They were unaware that they were being watched. 
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Through the two-way mirror that was part of a tableau depicting the assassination of Jean-Paul 
Marat by Charlotte Corday, two pair of eyes studied the three agents with great Interest. “And 
the other one?" 


"His name fs John Steed." 
"That's all he's told you?" 


The younger man was reluctant to admit not even that much had been galned through coercion; Steed 
had quite cheerfully given his name -=- and had been halfway through a moderately credible expla- 
nation of his theoretical business In Parts even before their associate, Rem!l, had begun to apply 
some truly unpleasant principles of physics to Steed's bone structure. "The rest was Iles." 


The three agents had no Idea how close they were to their quarry. The young man himself had been 
the one to plunge the knife Into Regina Spenser two nights before. Maurice LeFond was good at 
what he did. He took after his father. 
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“Mr. Steed." 


The man was a IIttle older and a little greyer than he had been In his last offictal file photo- 
graph, but Steed had no trouble recognizing him. "Wellee. Dr. LeFond, | presume. Forgive me 
for not getting up." Impossible, under the circumstances, since his hands and feet were 
currently belng forced as far apart as they were ever going to get -- he hoped. 


“I'm sorry you had to come here and become Involved In this." 


"} couldn't agree more..." He flexed his fingers slowly. A few minutes ago, he'd still had some 
feeling In them, but now the only way he could be sure they were moving was to glance at the 
small, heavily draped window that afforded him a dim reflection of his predicament. It was fair 
to say he'd looked better. "I'm not entirely sure what It Is I'm Involved In.® 


"BustIness, Mre Steed." The doctor seemed the quietly reasonable type strangely enough -- almost 


itke a country gentleman who might take pleasure In dressing up as Saint Nicholas for the benefit 
of needy orphans. 


* 26 * 


“is murder part of the business?" 
"Regina Spenser..." LeFond shook his head. “"Regrettable." 
“|'m sure she'd agree." 


"Unfortunately, she discovered our tidy little arrangement, and she was about to warn RobInson. 
it became necessary to silence her. There are certatn people, Mr. Steed, who prefer that ! re- 
matin tn Europee Some of these people are very..-influential.™ 


"A wild guess == some of these people also prefer to lengthen the odds In thelr own favour by 
eliminating some of the competition." 


“Quite right. So the word goes out that | am receptive to negotiation, and | become something of 
@ worm on a hook, to use a conventional [fllustration." His eyes revealed an almost blissful 
state of mind. “And suddenly, there are rainbow trout everywhere." 


“"Bucolic analogye So, by eliminating us..." 


"ee! gain substantial financtal backing for further experiments. My sponsors, If you will, gain 
my expertise for thelr exclusive benefit. It Is a most satisfactory relationship." 


"From your vantage polnt, perhapse.e" 


"Yeseee" Another slow, almost melancholic shake of his head. "lI admit that your own prospects 
are very bleak Indeed. {| hope It will be over quickly." 


"| rather hope not. I've always fancied the thought of advancing gracefully Into my twilight 
yearse" Of course, that viston had never Included belIng seven feet talleee 


"| hope you will understand that |! must Instst you share certain Information with me regarding 
your organisation..." 


Remi ftncreased the tension another notch, and Steed wondered fleetingly If wishbones themselves 
were allowed to make wishes. "Sorry..." he forced out In a remarkably cavaller tone -- consid- 
ering how difficult breathing had become. "Balance of trade...and all that..." 


LeFond glanced at his watch. He was running out of time; Steed was holding out longer than 
expected. He gestured to his hooded companton to follow him, and Rem!I did so with a slight hesi- 
tation -- apparently regretting the timing of thelr departure, with his work unfinished. 


That lett Steed alone. Considertng the calfbre of the hulking, faceless behemoth's company, not 
to mention Or. LeFond's propensity for cold-blooded murder, he reasoned he was ultimately better 
off that way. 


He flexed his numbed fingers slowly as he considered his situation. In order to free himself, he 
had to reach the lever holding the wooden gear In place, and that was completely out of the 
questlonee. 


Or was It? 


Steed realized the murky reflection that told him his fingers were moving also told him his 
umbrella was propped up agalnst the head of the rack, only Inches from those fingers. There was 
an outside chance he might be able to reach It. 


Ustng the hazy mirror Image as his only guide, he straltned to manoeuvre his fingers to grasp the 
curved handle. 


He couldn't feel anything at all, but he could hear the handle slip sideways an Inch or two 
against the edge of the rack when he groped and missede One more clumsy move IIke that, and It 
was almost certain the umbrella would clatter to the floor. He couldn't afford to lose It. 


He tried again, more slowly this time, making sure he could see his hands In position before he 
started to close hIS graspee. 
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if the layer of dust on Its curved latch was any Indication, the door leading off the rear bal- 
cony was little-used. "Défense d'entrer," Scott read aloud. 


"Which means, 'this way to the party," In French," Kelly sald. He tested the latch, and found it 
unlocked. 


Mrs. Peel stood Just behInd him, her arms folded. "Could It be we're expected?" 


“We'll find out." It was obvious they had nothing to gain by staylIng In the public galleries; to 
find Steed, they had to search out-of-the-way areas. Finding that exhibit "under repair” might 
well mean finding Steed. Kelly risked a glance at the Englishwoman, who met his gaze head-on, as 
if she knew what he was golng to say and had already decided she didn't like it. "There's not 
the slightest chance we could convince you not toe." 


"I"! pretend | didn't hear that." She stepped past him, gave the door a purposeful shove In- 
ward, and moved Into the darkness, feeling tentatively with one foot until she found the first tn 
a serles of stairs leading downward. 


Scott gestured for his partner to follow her. "You want to argue with her, or you want to walk 
without a I imp?" 


As they worked thelr way down, Kelly considered the seemingly endless possible scenarios awalting 
them. The way things were going, he wouldn't be surprised to find a masked phantom playing 
"Frere Jacques" on an antique pipe organ. A bunch of people dumb enough to grope their way down ~ 
a pitch-dark stone stairway In search of a rack, of all things, deserved just about anything that 
happened to them, didn't they? 7 


A door opened, and a pool of Ifght appeared below them; the three agents froze. Voices -- get- 
ting closer... 


Dr. LeFond stepped out Into the falntly Illuminated erea. His hushed monologue sounded like 
Instructions to his companion, who stood silently In the shadows. Scotty and Mrs. Peel seemed to 
pick up every word, but Kelly was completely lost by the rapid-fire French -- until the last in- 
struction. After all, every secret agent tn the world learns to recognize ~- In any language -- 
words that mean, "Kil! him." =~ 


You didn't have to be a linguist for that one. 

The doctor's companion disappeared back through the door from where the two men had first 
emerged, and LeFond himself departed through another that led, judging from the traffic sounds, 
out to the boulevard. 

"Somebody ought to follow him," Scott risked In a hushed whisper. 

"Go for it, Slick," Kelly nodded. 

“You gonna be all right?" 

*Who knows?" 

Kelly and Mrs. Peel followed the hooded man -- which posed a new problem when they found four 
more doors off the corridor on the other side of the one they'd just watched him use. “Just like 
t+he fun house at Palisades Park," the American grumbled. 

Mrse Peel gestured to the two doors on the left. "Go for It, Slick." She shrugged when the man 
gave her a startled glance. "That Is the vernacular, Isn't It?" She opened the first door cau- 
tlously, then vanished Into the darkness on the other side. 


Steed had his umbrella In hand and was awkwardly attempting to hook the handle around the lever 
when a most welcome sight walked through the door. "Mrs. Peel!" : 


"So this Is where you've got to," she said, crossing the room. She stood next to the rack, arms 


folded, perplexed, as she appralsed the unusual situation. "Now, how on earth do 1 get you out 
of this thing?" 
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"Just one moment, my dearee." 

Before he could say anything more, she located the lever locking the gears and released It. The 
excructating tension released, Steed gratefully took the first deep breath he'd been allowed 
since Remf had begun his work. 

"How's that?" Mrs. Peel inquired. 

"} would have had [ft In another moment..." 

She eyed him dublfously as she bent to untie his feet. "Certain?" 

"Guardedly optimistic..." | 


"| take It you're not hurt." 


"Well, not for lack of opportunity..." Over her shoulder, he saw Remi enter the room, battleaxe 
In hand. "Mrs. Peel!" 


She turned In time to duck the heavy axe that sliced the air Inches above her head. Before Remi 
had time to holst It for another blow, she braced herself against the rack with both hands and 
delivered a two-footed kick to the masked man's mid-section, neatly doubling him over. 


When Remf lunged at her again, bringing the axe down disturbingly close to her left foot, she 
side-stepped quickly, forcing him to turn as well. 


Her next kick, this time to the general area of Remi's Jawbone, sent him backward across the 
rack. Steed, hands still! bound, squared both feet against the would-be executioner's back and 
pushed, hurling him face-first against the tiny room's stone wall. 


The battleaxe crashed to the floor. Rem!t was momentarily stunned, but recovered quickly and 
staggered toward Mrs. Peel, both gauntleted hands wide and grasping for her throat. 


She forced his huge hands back; he clumsily flung her against a table full of wax body parts, 
which flew In all directionse When she came back at him, It was with a cold, slippery wax leg In 
her graspe She broke It over Rem!'s head; that gave her an extra second to get Into position and 
send him flying with a judo filp. 


Remi nearly bowled Kelly over when he landed; the American had just entered, and barely had time 
to move aside before the bulky form crashed Into the door-frame. He ralsed both hands, prepared 
to bring them down on the back of Reml's thick neck -- but, before he could strike the blow, Remi 
went down Itke a two~hundred-pound sack of flour. 

"| apologize," Kelly sald to Mrs. Peel. 

"For what?" 

"For everything I've been thinking, but didn't say." 

Steed pulled his hands from the loosened ropes, sat up slowly, and tested each arm and leg for 
serlous damage before standing and beginning to stralghten his attire. "Pity he's out cold," he 
saide "We might want to ask him where LeFond's gone to." 


"Hts hotel," Mrse Peel filled him Ine “We overheard his conversation with that one. He's ex- 
pecting a call." 


"From his bankrollers, no doubt. After all, It Is pay day." 

"What for?" 

"Hippocratic oath notwithstanding, the good doctor firmly Intended to kil! me." Steed adjusted 
his tle In the hazy reflection of the curtained window, then pressed a hand to the small of his 
backe "Pity he's not a chiropractor." 


Kelly Robinson pulled the black hood from the head of the unconscious Remi. "This fs all start- 
ing to make some weird kInd of sense." He tossed the mask to the floor. "Scotty's talling the 
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doc back to his hotel." 

Steed took a quick look around the dingy room. "I wonder what's become of my bowler?" 
“Are you sure you're all right?" Mrs. Peel inquired. 

"Why do you ask?" 


ae another moment, he knew exactly why; he was looking down at her from a totally unaccustomed 
elght. 


Then he recognized the reason for the discrepancy, stepped off the platform on which the rack was 
mounted, and <= thankfully -- found himself at his usual elevation. "Gave me a’ bit of a start." 


"| shouldn't wonder." She nudged Rem! with one foot. "What do we do with this?" 
"A nice roomy cage at the zoo comes to mind," Kelly suggested. 
"No time." 


With Instncere apologies to Remi -- whom they left trussed Inside a heavy cabtnet -- and to the 
nearly completed wax figure of Lord Mountbatten, from whom Steed "borrowed" the necessary re- 
placement for his missing bowler, the three made a hasty exit from the museum. A clean-up crew 
would be by In short order to take care of Remi; when they arrived, they would find an extremely 
uncooperative prisoner. Sore losers were common =~ but none were more damnably testy than those 
who had just been lald out by curvaceous brunettes In high heels. 
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"Welcome to Phone Tap 101." 


The audio from Dr. LeFond's hotel room was as clear as fine Waterford. "I'm Impressed, Mr. 
Scott," Kelly Robinson told his partner. "What do you do for an encore?" 


"Well, | thought about trying a verse or two of ‘Silent Night’ on the spoons, but modesty for- 
bids." Scott smiled politely, and shook his head at the glass of wine Steed offered. "No, 
thanks, mane Not my thing." 


"| admire a man of principle." Steed held the glass up to the light, studying !t with a connolis- 
seur's practiced eyee "On the other hand, | also admire an excellent claret." 


Scott had done more than follow Jacques LeFond to his hotel. He had also managed to Insert a 
listening device In the handset of the good doctor's telephone -=- allowing both teams of agents 
+o Itsten In on the man's every move from the comfort of the Americans’ suite at the Hote! Foch. 


"| think the party's a Ifittle on the premature side," Kelly commented, also passing on a glass of 
winee He crumpled a message from the front desk and tossed It toward the wastebasket. "Les gen=- 
darmes apparently would appreciate another few hundred words with me about Regina. I'm not 
really going to be up for a bash until! | can get them off my back." 

The relentlessly business!ike demeanour of the Americans did nothing to dampen the celebratory 
spirits of the two British agents. After all, the honour of a very good claret was at stake. 
Emma Peel ralsed her glass to Steed. "A votre santé." 

He did IIikewlse. "Et & la votre." 


"This ts my worst nightmare," Kelly muttered as he turned to Scotty for corroboration. "Am | 
crazy, or are they? You call It." 


MWe should know the whole score as soon as that phone call comes In." Scott adjusted the volume 
on hts recelver. "But right now, I'd have to say we're not doing too badly. Mrs. Peel took out 
that fugitive from a hallucination, what's his name...?" 

"Remi," Steed supplied. 


"So that's one downe That leaves Maurice LeFond et the wax museum, and the clean-up boys prob- 
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ably already have his shoelaces tled together by now. As for the good doctor himself, we'll have 
his number as soon as he gets this call telling him when and where to pick up the payola for 
getting rid of Steed." 


Mes. Peel crossed her ankles on the arm of the divan and shook her head regretfully, cradling her 
glass of claret IIke a stage prop. “Alas, poor Steed; | knew him, Horatio..." 


"A bIt presumptuous of them," her partner agreed. “Fortunately.” 

"And then, that's It," Kelly wrapped up. - "No loose ends, no fuss, no muss." 

The strident ring of Jacques LeFond's telephone made them all jump -- even those who were trying 
not to show thelr tenslon. Conversation came to an Immediate halt as the Frenchman picked up on 
his ende "Allow.-” 

it was a short exchange -- a single muffled sentence spoken by his contact, and repeated by Le 
Fond In a tight monotone. "Deuxtéme étage, Tour Elffel, midi et demi." Then a dial tone. Then 
silence. page pe ee 

“Intriguing,” Mrs. Pee! remarked. 

"Also potentially dangerous," from Steed. 


Robinson nodded. "I'm with dangerouse Second floor of the Efffel Tower's about four hundred 
feet above ground level, lots of dead ends, lots of mid-air..." 


"Be thankful It's not the Goodyear blimp," Scott advised. 
"We should watch all elevators and stairs," Steed observed. 
“Then we'll need a few more players. It's about all we can do to cover the Infield." 


"A position of high visibility,” Mrs. Peel mused. “And there's a restaurant at that level. Bea 
good Idea to have that covered as well." 


"Charming," Steed brightened. “i understand thelr coq au vin Is superb." 

"Whoa!" Scott shook his head. "You actually think you can just hang around up there In plain 
stght? LeFond might think he got rid of you already, but he knows the rest of us are still 
arounde He's not gonna have his guard down. 


"Down, no," Mrs. Peel agreed. "But chances are, he won't be looking about him for anyone except 
his contact." 


"Chances ere?" Kelly echoed, hardly belleving his ears. “Lady, that sounds a little optimistic 
to mee What do you think, Scotty?" 


"Look, we're not in Kansas any more," Scott sald, attempting to explain. "This Its serfous busI- 
ness- This guy's a killer. ‘Chances are' Is something you say when you're playing the lottery. 
it just doesn't work with this stuff." 

"You're suggesting we all tralpse up there In dark glasses and trench coats?" 

"Colourful," Steed nodded- "Although a bit on the obvious side." 


Scott was about at the end of his patience. "No, what I'm saying Ise..." 


"Covert action. Old-fashioned stuff like that." Kelly reached over to turn the receiver off. 
"Maybe you ought to try it some time." 


"Doesn*t !¢ make more sense to have a reason to be up there In the first place? On the Inside, 
so to speak?" Mrs. Peel wanted to Know. 


"I+ makes sense to stay out of the spotlight. Period." 


"This Isn't getting us anywhere," Scotty -- the resident diplomat -- announced, calling a halt to 
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the mounting hostilities. "This Is not a contest, and It's not a game. It's real life. We've 

got a good agent and an Innocent man dead, and a nut on the loose who'd IIke nothing better than 

to lay all four of us out and turn fn our secret agent decoder rings for a little cold, hard cash 

ee eetaeere account. Can we just stop fighting with each other for a few minutes, and alm It 
LeFond 


"I'm all for that," his partner agreed. "I'm Just trying to convince Mrs. Peel here not to do 
anything that's likely to get us all killed. We can wrap this up In a couple of hours If we can 
curb the temptation to get cute." 


Steed set his glass down. "Oh, I've never known Mrs. Peel to get cute. She may be ascerbic on 
occasion, but cute..." He frowned thoughtfully, and shook his head. 


"So tar, all we've really accomplished together {fs getting on each other's nerves," Kelly shot 
back. "i've only got one or two left myself, and | really don't need anybody leaning on them In 
a iffe or death situation." 


He was talking about Emma Peel, and she had no trouble realizing that -- or responding to It. 
"Perhaps you're In the wrong IIne of work. After all, you're the one who managed to become a 
suspect In this case In the first place." 


"Drop It, Kel," Scott advised before his partner could retallate. "Okay, Ifsten... We agree on 
this much -— that we don't agree on anything. We're not getting anywhere. It doesn't matter who 
gets LeFond, or how we get him. The Important thing Is getting him." 


Kelly got to hIs feet. "Then why don't we just do It? I mean It. Split up. Whatever It takes. 
Let's Just get this assIgnment over with, and then we'll never have to see each other again. It 
can't happen soon enough for me. You two go do any hare-brained thing you want. If you get him, 
fine. If we get him, that's fine, too." 


“All right with me," Mrs. Peel nodded curtly. 
"Leave you to It, then," Steed made It unanimous. 


Maybe, Scotty thought as he and Kelly sped toward the Elffel Tower In a tax! minutes later, 
things would work out better this way. They were close enough to the end of the assignment; 
there was no compelling reason to work together If a whole lot of haggling was all that was 
tikely to come of It. 


This had been one for the books. And, unfortunately, it wasn't quite over yet. 
e&etenst & 
Sttuated between the Champ de Mars and the River Seine, the nearly thousand-foot Eiffel Tower was 


an imposing Image against the early afternoon sky. On the second observation deck, the wind was 
brisk and warm, the panorama crystal clear and breathtaking In all directions. All of Paris lay 


at one's feet. 


Two of the people on the second level were far more Interested in the silhouette of Jacques Le 
Fond, who stood In a phone booth near the rall and stared off Into the distance. So far, so 
good. Or so the two American agents thought, at any rate. 

“Hey, Kel?" Scott began conversationally after they had wafted In silence for several minutes. 


"Yeah?" Kelly wore sunglasses -- his only concession to the classic spy wardrobe. Funny how be-~ 
Ing unable to see someone's eyes made It so difficult to recognize a person. “What's up?" 


"You remember what we all sald before, back at the hotel?" 
ba | do. * 

"What do you suppose those two are up to?" 

"Probably just exactly what they feel like doing." 


"You mean, all that stuff we tried to tell them was crazy?" 
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"| Imagine.® 
"Kel?" 
"Yeah?" 

"You win.” 


Kelly followed his partner's subtle gesture In the direction of a nearby souvenir concession, and 
felt his blood pressure rise a notche No doubt about It == the shapely saleswoman behind the 
counter was none other than Emma Peel. "Oh, for..." 


"Kelly, come on, now, don'tee.e We agreed we wouldn't..." 
Too late. He was gone. 


Mrs. Peel greeted Kelly with a vacant, noncommittal look In her eyes, as If she'd never seen him 
before and didn't particularly care to see him now. "Bonjour, monsieur." 


"Yeah, yeah..." tt was all he could do to keep a forced smile on his face as he glanced around 
to see If they were being watched. "What are you doing here?" 


She flicked a feather duster across the row of bronze Elffel Towers on the shelf behind her. 
"I'm sorry, 1! thought you might recognize work when you saw it." 


"Oh, that's very funny. {| mean It, you ought to forget about pushing postcards and just headline 
at the Comédie Francalse full time. In case It slipped your mind, Mrs. Peel, LeFond's got dollar 
signs for eyeballs. He spots you up here, and you're nothing but a paycheck to him. You know 
that, don*t you? That guy's trying to kill us." 


"Then don*t you think the two of us standing together make twice as appealing a target?" 


She was Infurlating when she was right. Kelly moved away from the souvenir booth, silently 
counting to ten. 


if Mrs. Peel Inststed on sticking her pretty neck out, he supposed It was her business. Per- 
sonally, he preferred leaving himself an out. An observation platform four hundred feet In the 
alr wasn't laden with options; up and down were the only two directions one could go- And, as he 
reminded himself with the briefest of glances both ways, neither of those options really excited 
hime 


Up was particularly not on his list. The third platform was another five hundred feet above his 
Tiead, barely a postage stamp against the clear sky. That, he thought, was the deadilest dead end 
he'd ever seen. 
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Mrs. Peel recognized Dr. LeFond when she spotted him. Just to be certain, she removed a compact 
and IIpstick from her purse and turned her back, pretending to freshen her make-up while she held 
the mirror so she could get a good look and stil! keep out of his !Ine of sight. 

it was LeFond, all right, tn a phone booth about thirty feet from her post. 

She ducked into the small storage area behind the concession booth, picked up the telephone 
there, and dialed the restaurant. When the maltre d' answered, she kept her voice low. "Je veux 
parler avec..." ai 
"Put It down, Mrs. Peel." 

The voice, close behind her, meant busIness. She slowly set the recelver back Into Its cradle. 
She had a sinking feeling that things were a lot more complicated than any of them had Imagined. 
"Maurice LeFond, ! assume." 


"Very good. I+ seems you know a great deal." 
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She turned slowly. “That your father Is a murderer, for example?" 


He nodded, thoughtfully running his left thumb over the hilt of the knife In his hand. “As am l, 
Mrs. Peele You might say It runs tn the family." 


"Regina Spenser." It was a guess, but apparently a good one; he didn't deny It. Emma Peel found 

her lipstick In the pocket of her dress, worked the cap off, and pushed [It up half an tnche Her 

proximity to the wall covered the motion nicely.» Now, If she could just.«. 

"| would advise you to carefully do everything | tel! you to do." Maurice LeFond stepped out of 

the shadows. "And | would Itke to start by having you turn and walk very quietly out of here. 

Hisaeter ahah me when | tell you ! will. not hesitate to use this knife if you give me any 
ouble at all. 


it was easy enough to belleve. For the moment, at least, she had no choice but to obey. She 
couldn't count on his reflexes being less than a match for her own In these close quarters. 


Her turn would comee Of course, It would have been preferable If she had been able to reach 
Steed In the restaurant. Vastly preferable. 


The stairs leading to the third platform were right outside the back door of the concession. 
Mrse Peel glanced around her as the wind tossed her hair. Not a famttiar face In sight. Even 
Robinson would have been better than nothing. 

Then Maurtce spoke. "Ci imb."® 
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Steed glanced at his watch. Nearly a quarter of. He'd expected to hear from Emma Peel twenty 
minutes ago, but repeated Inquiries to the waiter turned up no messages for him -- from anyone. 


Obviously, ft was time to stop by the souvenir stand In person. 


There was only one concessionaire on duty, a heavy~set woman In her mid-stxtfes who greeted him 
cheerfully. 


"Bon jour, mademoiselle," he replied with a gracious tip of his hat, eliciting a matronly giggle 
and making the women’s cheeks flush a deep pinke "I wonderece There was a young lacy working 
here a few minutes ago-.." 

"Ah, oul, Madame Peel." 

"That's right." 

"! am sorry, monsteur, but she Is not here." 

"Do you know where she's gone?" 

"Non, monsfeur. But | did see her talking with a handsome young man several minutes ago." 


Steed ralsed an eyebrow. "You don't say.” 


"Oh, oul, a very handsome young mane Perhaps they..." She smiled, and shrugged her shoulders. 
"This ts Parise oa” 


"Yes, yes, It Is, Isn't 1+? Well, thank you very muchees" He turned away before the look of 
vague concern took the place of his best smile. Maybe this was Paris -- but he sincerely doubted 
+hat was the reason Mrs. Peel had left her post. The handsome young man could have been just a 
friendly stranger buying a souvenIreec. 

In any case, he needed to find her -- and quickly. 


One brisk turn eround the observation deck, and Steed was even more concerned. Surely, she would 
have told him If thelr plan was to be altered In some way. 


if she'd been ableee. 
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"Heads up, Paul Revere," Scotty warned. "The British are coming." 


Kelly looked up, and also caught sight of Steed. "Right you are, old chap," he agreed under his 
breath. "Well, I'm not so sure | need to be told | don't know what I'm doing again quite this 
soone How do you feel about that?" 


"} could take a pass on It myself, ace." 


Jacques LeFond had been doing a remarkably good job of looking out over the Champ de Mars without 
the slightest Indication he was waiting for anyone. In fact, he hadn't moved a muscle. His 
Stance was helpful In that he hadn't had the opportunity to catch a glimpse of them, elther, and 
the two American agents were happy to walt patiently until! hls contact arrived. Then, they would 
be quite happy to put the ptInch on both of them -- as quickly and as neatly as possible. 


Steed joined them with only the slightest attempt to be InconspIcuous. "Have either of you gen- 
tlemen seen Mrs. Peel?" 


"As a matter of fact, | saw her a few minutes ago," Kelly said calmly, never letting his gaze 
stray from LeFond. 


“At the souvenir stand?" 


"The very places Basically, she told me to get lost, and basically, | did that, which made me 
just as happy as It made her. Now, If you don't mind, we've got a job to do here." He gestured 
toward the solitary figure In the telephone booth. 


"LeFond." Steed recognized him at once. 


"Don't worry about your Iron Mafden," Kelly advised. "She's probably got her own spy scope on 
htm from across the platform." 


“That wasn't the plan," Steed InsIisted. He glanced at LeFond againe Something wasn't right at 
all. tf he could only put his finger on It, he might be able to determine what had become of 
Mrs. Peele "Something's wrong..." 


Scott checked his watch; It was well past the appointed hour. "Well, Kel, he just might be right 
about that. LeFond's contact shou!d have been here ten minutes ago." 


"Maybe he got here before we did." 


"Then why fs the guy still standing there? He ought to be on his way to the bank, or the race~ 
track, or wherever he Iikes to make hIs deposits." 


"And you haven't taken your eyes off him?" Steed asked. 
"Not for a split second." 


"This Is beginning to look Itke a trap..." Robinson conjectured In a cautious tone. "Opinions, 
gentlemen?" 


Steed started toward the phone booth. "If this Is a trap, | don't think we're the first to be 
caught in it." 


Jacques LeFond came out of the phone booth quite readily when Steed pushed the door open =~ but 
he came out horizontally. Judging from the thin abrasion on his neck, his killer had used a gar- 
rotte. And judging from the horrified scream she emitted, It was the first time the nearby young 
lady had ever seen a murder victim. 


The two Americans were quite convinced things were not going according to plane Kelly ran back 
to the souvenir booth where he'd last seen Emma Peel, Scott close on his heels. The elderly 
woman who had flirted with Steed earlfer had left to check out the fuss at the telephone booth, 
so there was no one about to object to a fast search of the entire concession. 
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Kelly half expected to find Mrs. Peel there, just as she had been before, lelsurely dusting 
paperweights, sharpening her tongue... But she was gone, all right. 


There was a new player on the field -- a deadly one. 
"Anything?" Scott asked when he caught up. 


Robinson slammed a clenched fist against the countertop, a gesture of blind frustration. "Damn 
Itece”™ 


Steed appeared in the doorway of the rear exit. "Out here." 


Sure enough, there on one of the steel girders was the sign they'd been looking for -- hastily 
drawn In one of the most popular lipstick colours avallable at Harrod's cosmetics counter -- an 
arrow pointing upeec. 


Up the steep flight of steps leading to the third platform... 


“eee 


"| fall to see what you expect to gain from this." Emma Peel slowed her pace again, just as 
she'd done several times since they'd begun their climb, but a rough shove from behind spurred 
her one "After all, everything's out In the open now. Your father..." 


"My father was a fool." 


Maurice LeFond's use of the past tense didn't escape the woman's notice. Nelther had the stri- 
dent sounds of mass panic rising from the second tler a few moments before. What Ifeee? 


No. She shut out a sudden uneasiness caused when she heard police whistles on the deck below. 
No sense borrowing trouble; she already had plenty of her own. 


"His precious sclence," Maurice went on. "And all the while, ! was the one In control. He was 
nothing but a figurehead." 


"Really?" Keeping a conversation going while climbing a one thousand foot tower with a knife at 
one's back was a bit of a challenge -- but Emma Peel was always one to rise to a challenge. Dur- 
Ing the entire climb, she worked on contingency plans -- estimates of how far Maurice was behInd 
her, what her chances were of turning and disarming him before he could retaliate, the I|tkelthood 
of his having another weapon in reserve... It was all very mathematical, actually. But so far, 
the equation hadn't come out in her favour. "So, when he realized he was being used and decided 
to ob ject, you killed him, too?" 


"Move, Mrs. Peele Faster." 

From thelr lofty perch on the open metal staircase, she couldn't make out detatlis of anything 
happening below; all she could distinguish were crowds, and police, and screaming -~- lots of 
screaminge She had to think of a way to slow their ascent. Apparently, he intended to get her 
to the third platform, then... 

Well, she wasn't [In any particular hurry to find out what came after that. 


The wind got worse the higher they went up the seemingly endless staircase; her stylish shoes had 
been meant for kinder terrain. Ah, there's a thought... 


She managed a convincing stumble, and fell to her hands and knees on a landing. "! said move!" 
Maurice ordered. "Get up!" 


"These shoeseeo"” 

He yanked her left shoe off her foot, and furlously hurled it over the rafl.e She didn't want to 
look, but the helght was mesmerizing, dizzying, almost hypnotice.. She couldn't resist watching 
the shoe fall, spiraling down toward the lush green of the Champ de Mars so far below. My, It 
was a long way downee. 


"I"ve solved your problem," the man snapped at her. “Now, on your feet!" 
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"| suppose | should get rid of the other as well..." She reached down, removed her right shoe, 
and hit him with It, squarely In the face. 


Maurice staggered back a step as she scrambled to her feet. Recovering, he struck out blindly 
with his knifee A catch, the sound of tearing clothes. 


Mrs. Peel pulled her arm back; her sleeve was In tatters, but the thrust had been short, and the 
sia ae a Pearse was her sIIk blouse. She braced herself against the handrall and aimed a kick 
at his left hand. ; 


The knife clattered to the metal catwalk, then bounced down the short flight of steps behind 
Maurice, skidding to a stop on the next landing down. ; 


He didn't go after It. Instead, he pulled a gun from his Jacket pocket and levelled it at her. 
She turned and started to run up the stairs, knowing even as she did that she had just lost the 
game. I!t was point-blank range, and there was nowhere to hide... 


The expected shot came -- not from Maurice, but at him, and from above. A quick glance skyward 
revealed Alexander Scott crouched on the zigzag stalrcase on the opposite pylon. His shot was a 
miss; the bullet pinged harmlessly off one of the Iron girders. But It gave Mrs. Peel the few 
extra seconds she needed; she rounded a corner and kept running up the steps, out of Maurice's 
l!Ine of fire. 


Scotty ducked behInd the pylon when Meurlce returned hts tlre. His had been a tricky shot; he'd | 
had to fire right past Emma Peel to get anywhere near Maurice. With her out of the way, he had a 
better chance of hitting his target; there wasn't much on the open tower for the man to use as 
COVEer e 


Then agatn, he reminded himself as another bullet glanced off a crossbrace near his head, there 
wasn't much to cover him, either. 


Kelly ran even faster when he heard the shots. Scotty had gone up the stairs on the other side 
-- and, the tennis player was forced to admit, had quickly outdistanced hime So maybe Scotty now 
held the new world's record tn the vertical hundred-yard dash -- but from the sound of the gun- 
fire betng exchanged, his partner wasn't winning any sharp-shooting medals.e This crazy pile of 
scrap metal was about the worst place In the world for a shoot-out -- wide open, high up, and 
devoid of escape avenueSe«. 


On her way up the stairs, Mrs. Peel met Steed -- on hls way down. "How did you manage that?" she 
gasped, more than a little out of breath from her rapid climb. 


"The lift," he replied. 

"| should have known... Where's Robinson?" 
"Below us, on hIs way upe You all right?" 
She nodded. "Rather surprising, Isn't tt?" 


They both ducked when a bullet ricochetted off the nearby girders, coming Just a little too close 
for comfort. "Getting more so all the time," Steed agreed. 


Scotty was In trouble. His automatic had jammed, and white he wrestled with the mechanism In an 
ettort to clear It, he was a sitting duck. Kelly put on one last burst of speed, and reached the 
landing just as Maurice took alm. 


He dove tor the Frenchman's legs, tackling him and bringing him down hard Just as he fired; the 
shot went witd, and the gun flew from his grasp- 


They struggled desperately, tumbling down the short flight to the landing below. Kelly felt the 
edge of that landing press Into the middle of hfs back; he was looking upward toward the lacy 
Iron peak of the tower, past Maurice's cold, calculating stare. He tried to throw his opponent 
off him, but something was wrongee. Things were going grey around the edges... He coulcn't 
breatheee. 
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Maurice still had the garrotte -- and one size fits alle He'd wrapped it securely around the 
American's throat In one smooth, practiced motion, drawing It tighter and tighter until the hands 
that strained to loosen It fell slack... 


The Frenchman pulled himself to his feet, dragging the Inert form of Kelly Robinson up with him. 
The man wasn't dead -- not yet, anyway -- but there was no time to finish with the garrotte... 


Scotty cursed. He could see It all. His gun was stil! Jammed, and he was too far away; he could 
only watch helplessly as Maurice LeFond bent Kelly's [Imp body over the walst=-high ralling stx 
hundred feet above the Champ de Mars, then reached down to grasp the unconscious man's legs. 

Damn it, what the hell was he supposed to...? 

A split second tater, an umbrella came down squarely on the back of Maurice's neck, knocking the 
breath out of him. He let go of Robinson and turned; the curved umbrella handle struck him in 
the abdomen and doubled him over. 


When he straightened, he hurled himself at Steed -- who stepped aside, and watched him barrel di- 
rectly Into a massive fron girder. 


The Englishman couldn't resist the temptation. "Olé!" he exclaimed, with a little matador's 
flourtshe 5 


Emma Peel hurrtedly pulled Kelly off the rafling and sat him down with his back against the 
stairse He was coming around, coughing, and pulling weakly at his shirt collar. 


"How Is he?" Steed Inquired, glancing thelr way. 

"Altve," she replied, loosening the American's collar. "Maurice?" 

Steed turned. Maurice was gone. 

The Frenchman had vaulted the low ralling, and was making his unsteady, desperate way across the 
open network of girders toward the opposite stairway. Scotty was on his way down those stairs, 
moving as quickly as he ever had tn his I!tfe, determined to Intercept the man If he managed to 
work his way across the Inner supports of the tower. 


"He'll never make it," Steed predicted. 


There was only one thought In Maurice LeFond's mind. He had to make Ite He had to, or else It 
was all over. He had no cholcece. —— 


He locked hfs arms around a horizontal crossbrace and leaped across the vast emptiness of the 
elevator shaft, all that stood between him and freedom... 


The sound as he fell was almost completely obliterated by the wind rushing through the Iron 
framework of the most famous landmark In all of France. The four agents barely heard It at all. 


HearIng wouldn*t make any difference. There was nothing any of them could doe He was gone. 


Finteece 
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Getting away from the Elffel Tower without entanglements with the local gendarmes was an operaq 
tion In Itself. In the end, the police had plenty to keep them occupied -- thanks to the weekend 
tourist crowds, the dead man In the second-level telephone booth, and the added drama of Maurice 
LeFond's body plummeting past the elevator on Its way down to the third level and landing solidly 
on top of the ascending car. 


in the ensuing confusion, the four foreign spies s!Ipped from the fray relatively unnoticed. 
They caught an elevator to ground level, and less than twenty minutes later were strolling across 
the Champ de Mars -- while behind them, police sirens multiplied as every avallable gendarme on 
the Partstan police force responded to the call to the Tour Elffel. 


"i almost hesitate to ask." Emma Peet hobbled lopsidedly on Steed's arm, with only one high- 
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heeled shoe. "But Is this the end of [{t+?" 

"it better be," Scott rep!tied. 

“t'm gonna go right out and buy some clip-on tiles," Kelly added. "Il mean It, no more slip 
knots." He ran his fingers over the abrasion on his throat. "This one was just a little too 
close, my friend." 

"Well, well, what have we here?" Steed leaned over the edge of the duck=pond and, with the tip 
of his umbrella, dettly retrieved a familltar patent leather shoe. “This must be your lucky day, 
Mrs. Peel." 

"You can write {tt off on your Income taxes," Scotty told her. "No kidding, [t's job-related. 
Le Ol got a special line for stuff you lose when In official pursuft of a lunatic on the Elffel 
ower." 


Steed poured the pond water out of the battered shoe and sl!ipped It onto his partner's foot with 
exaggerated gallantry. He smiled up at her. "You must be Cinderella." 


She fought a matching smile. “Really, Steed..." 
"You know," Scotty said to Kelly, "there's only one real winner this time." 


"Do tell." Kelly's voice broke; he cleared hls throat and tried againe "And who, pray tell, 
might that be?" 


"Oh, go on, guess." 


His partner eyed him suspicfouslye “You assume | am Indeed In the mood for your levity, str. 
Let me run over the score for youe We lost an agent. We lost an Austrian tennis player..." 


“We lost two complete madmen," Emma Peel Inserted, walking more evenly now, although she did 
squish a little. "One of whom was greedy and desperate enough to set his own father up to take a 
fall." 

“We were set upon by a faceless executioner," Steed recalled. 

"Run ragged up and down the Eiffel Tower," Mrs. Peel added. 

“Argued over every little thing for the past forty-elght hours straight," Kelly supplied. 


"Been stretched out, shot at, strangled, held at knife-point, and beaten senseless," Scott 
inserted. 


"} give up, Mr. Scott," Kelly said at last. "Who, in your considered scholarly opinion, actually 
managed to come out ahead in this flasco?" ; 


Scott gestured to Steed. "Think about It, mane He's tn Parts with her...and I'm here with you." 
Emma Pee! !aughed. 

Kelly took a few moments to savour the sound -- as he probably would have done If the stone wal! 
behind them had suddenly spoken. "Well, | guess we didn’t work so bad together In the end, at 
that," he admitted, glancing appreciatively at the beautiful British spy. “It could have been 
worse." 


She brushed wind=blown hair back from her face. "You never know. Perhaps we'll do It again some 
day." 


Kelly Robinson shook his head with absolute, Incontestable assuredness. "Not on your life, Mrs. 
Peel. Not on your life." 
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"Twins" 


(By Lisa M. Dalton) 


"i'm telling you, Alexa, If Athena catches you out here, she fs not only going to make you sit 
for an extra learning period, she'll! probably make me stay, too." Starbuck looked out from under 
the belly of his Viper. “Hand me that wrench, will you?" 


Alexa, a fifteen yahren old girl who had latched onto Starbuck after one of his Infamous "Career 
Secton" lectures aboard the school ship, passed him the requested tool. "Would that be a prob- 
lem? | mean, | can be real quiet when | study." 


Starbuck shook his head In amazement. "Kiddo, you are amazinge How do you know enough to be 
trying to fix my love life?" 


“What do you have to know? Athena rants about you all the time. 1! mean, | know you and she care 
about each other and all, and it's a real bunch of daggit droppings the way your duty pertods 
never click. I figure, If you're lucky enough to get stuck In the classroom with me..." 


Starbuck twisted the wrench. "Alexa, you know I'm seeing Casslopela." 


She made a face. "Yeah, | know. Yasmine says the two of you are In love with each other. It's 
not true, [fs it?" 


"That's kind of a hard question to answer, kide I'm not really in love with anyone, | guess. 
it's hard to be In love when the future's so uncertain." 


"Well, Casstopefa's In love with you, and Athena's In love with you, too. Seems to me, the only 
person around here who's got a problem with love Is you." 


The Lieutenant had to laugh. "You know, Alexa, you're probably right. Hand me that plasma 
welder, would you?" 


The young girl reached for the tool, and was suddenly struck with a blinding pain just behind her 
eyes. "Frack!" she cried, grabbing at her temples. 


Starbuck dropped his wrench and leaped to catch her, easing her down off her stool. “Easy, 
kiddo, Just relaxee." 


She frantically pushed his hands away. One of the many things no one knew about Alexa and her 
sister was that they shared a psychic bond enabling them to speak to each other telepathically. 
Thetr art teacher Zena -- the only one to whom they'd entrusted thelr secret -- speculated the 
talent had something to do with thelr being [Identical twins. 


On some unconsctous level, Alexa knew what she was experlencing now was Yasmine's trying to reach 
her through thelr spectal tink. *What Is It, Yasmine?* she queried, reaching out under the cur- 
rent of patn throbbing In her head. *You don't have to shout.* 


*i'm In trouble!* her sister cried. *There are men In Life Station! Men with lasers! They've 
shot Dr. Salik!* 


"Shot him?" Alexa sat bolt upright. She only realized she'd spoken out loud when she saw Star- 
buck staring at her. 


"Shot who?" he asked, looking at her oddly. 


GrabbIng his wrist tor support, the youngster hauled herself to her feet. "Men -- In Life Sta- 
tion! Yasmine's tn trouble..." ; 


He was about to question her; she'd seen that look often enough as a child. "Come on!" she 
cried, grabbing his arm and pulling him up- “We've got to help them!" 
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Yasmine sat hunched In the closet where Casstopeta had sent her to hide when the shooting began. 
it was a drill she remembered well, having done almost the same thing to escape the Cylon In- 
vaders the night they destroyed her home on Scorpla. 


*it's not falr!* She brushed away tears. *They promised the running was over!* 


Even though one could argue the entire Colonial Fleet was running from Cylon pursutt, Commander 
Adama maintained they were actually running to something -- a haven he called Earth. Yasmine re- 
called her first secton on the orphan ship, when the Commander personally came to explain what 
was going one Many of the children were still In shock, after seelng family and friends shot 
down before thelr eyes. Commander Adama brought hope to all of them -- the kindly old grand- 
father promising everything was gotng to be all right. 


She had belleved him == enough so that she'd persuaded Cassfopela, the chlef med tech and the 
woman who taught secondary level blology, to give her a job. The payment she recelved for her 
work, first as a clerical assistant updating patient records and later as an orderly, went Into a 
private stash only she and her sIster knew about. | 

"We're not going to be dependent on anyone," she'd told Alexa once when her twin wanted to spend 
more than her secton's allowance. "These cubIts will make certaln we can IIve any way we want 
when the Fleet finally gets to Earth." 

*And now, these daggit-brains want to screw It up for everyone!* she thought, risking a peek out 
of her hiding place. Cassiopela was bending over the prone figure of Dr. Saltk, and Yasmine 
couldn't tell If he was alive or not. The two men who'd pretended to be patients were at the 
desk, presumably talking to someone over the comm-link. 

*Alexa, for Sagan's sake, where are you?* 

"Now, fet me do the talking," Starbuck told his companion as they approached LIfe Station. 

"You stiil don't believe me," Alexa countered morosely. 

*Was | ever that young?* the Warrlor wondered as a million responses to her protest ran through 
his mind. “Look, kiddo, It doesn't much matter right now whether | belleve you or not. Fact Is, 
we'il know the situation In about a centon." He reached up to palm the door lock. 

There was no response. "Frack!" he muttered, trying again. 


Alexa watched, knowing that If he didn't belleve her right now, he certainly would In a moment. 
*Yasmine, can you hear me?* she called, reaching out with her "special voice." 


*Of course,* her sister replied. 
~*Hang one Starbuck and | are right outside.* 


“HEHEHE SE 


Helfos, a tall, thin Piscean with a large hook nose, looked up sharply as the door lock to LIfe 
Station chimed for attention. “What In Kobol Is that?" 


“it's the door lock, stupid," Casslopela muttered, settling back Into her chair. “Somebody wants 
to get Ine" 


The man's partner, a burly Aquartan named Nicodemus, scowled at her. "She's right. Someone 
wants In." 


“What are we going to do?" Helfos demanded. Beads of sweat stood out on his forehead. “It's 
probably Adama and a squad of Warrtors!" 


Nicodemus, clearly exasperated with his partner's hysterics, gestured at Casslopeia.e "Go see who 
It Is." 


With another glance at the computer screen showIng Or. Sallk's condition, the med tech got to her 
feet. As she passed Nicodemus, he grabbed her by the upper arm, bringtng her up short. "No 
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tricks, now. {ff it's not a surprise sent by the Commander, you send them away." 


Her heart racing, Cassliopela still managed to meet his gazee “Whoever It Is, they probably have 
business here. This Is Life Station, after all. People will wonder if It's 'closed'." 


"Then you better convince them to go away." He brought the barrel of his laser up to her face. 


She nodded, unable to respond to such a convincing argument. Satisfied, the Aquarian released 
her. 


*| hope It's an entire squad of Warriors, you fat ovine!* the woman thought tlercely as she ap- 
proached the door monitor. "Who Is I+?" 


"Casste, It's Starbucke Let me In." 

Her heart leaped; then she realized Starbuck's presence was In all probabliIity just an accident. 
"| can't," she told him through the door. "There's been some contamination. We're quarantined 
for the next twenty centars. | left a message for you with Athena on the Bridge. Didn't you get 
i+?" 


There was a long pause, and Cassfe could almost see the synapses firing In his brain. Then, 
"Nowe I've been messing around with my Viper. Alexa's with me; she's worried about Yasmine." 


Cassliopela took a deep breath, mentally glancing over her shoulder at the supply closet where | 
Yasmine hide "She's not here, Starbuck. She never showed up for her duty period." 


There was another, shorter pause. "! see," the Warrlor sald finally. "You all right?" 
In spite of herself, she smiled. “Yes, I'm fine." 

"Okaye Well, look me up when you're free, and we'l! go to dinner together." 

“it's a date." 


* ee 


Starbuck turned from the door. "She's lying!" Alexa protested. "Yasmine's In there. | know she 
ts!" 


He waved the girl to silence. "J belleve you, kiddo. Obviously, whatever's golIng on In there, 
Yasmine's not Involved yet." 


She stared at him, almost not belleving what she heard. “You belleve me?" 


"Don't sound so amazed!" Starbuck almost laughed, clapping her on the back. "! don't know how 
you knew, but you're right. Something's definitely wrong In there. Come on!" 


He started back the way they'd come; after a moment, the girl followed. "Walt a centon! How do 
you know?" 


He gave her a noncommitta!l grine “No matter how desperate the situation, Cassiopeia would never 
Jeave a message for me with Athena!" 


She had to smile, knowing he was right. “What now?" she asked as they reached a IIft. 


"Now," he told her, palming the “summon" button, "we head for the Bridge and see If the Commander 
needs our help." 


Then the Ilftft arrived, and the door opened == to reveal Apollo and a full squadron of the Council 
of the Twelve's tInternal security forces. "Is this a private party?" the Warrltor Lieutenant 
quipped. 

"Out of our way, Lleutenant," one of the sec men snarled. "Official Council business." 


Starbuck crossed his arms over his chest, and smiled sweetly. “That wouldn't be official busi- 
ness In Life Station, would I+?" | 
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"Just what do you know about It?" Apollo asked. 


"I've just come from there. Couldn't get In, of course, but something's definitely wrong. And | 
have It on reiftable authority," he added with a glance at Alexa, "that Or. Sallk's been shot, and 
there's a fifteen yahren old orderly hiding somewhere Inside." 


The Captain followed his gaze. "“Alexae Is It Yasmine's duty pertod?" 


a nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. Her "speclal voice" was getting far more attention than she 
ked. 


"“Cassiopela didn't say anything about her belng there," Apollo remarked. 


"No, she didn't," Starbuck agreed. "And, since It's Yasmine's duty perlod, and Alexa confirms 
she should be there, I'm betting Cassle doesn't want whoever Is In there to know about her." 


"She's hiding In the supply closet," Alexa muttered, almost too low to be heard. 
Apollo glanced at her sharply. “How do you know that?" 


"| just know, okay? Come on, we've got to help her!" Unable to face the Captain any longer, she 
turned and fled back toward Life Station. 


*The sec guards are here, Yasmine,* she called. *And Apollo and Starbuck. Hang on! We'll get. 
you out.* 


e*eeet & 


Back In her hiding place, Yasmine frowned. *Sec guards are no good,* she muttered. The Internal 
securlty squads were notorious for their overzealous manner of dealing with sttuations aboard the 
Fleet. Typically civilfans who couldn't meet the rigorous training demands of the Warriors, they 
often compensated by attacking any problem with the ferocity of a lupon -- with the result that 
they ended up attacking with all the tactical skill of a daggit. 


*Why didn't Commander Adama send Warrtors?* she asked. 


*Who on Kobol Knows?* her twin replied. *Starbuck and Apollo are here, though. That's some- 
thing, Isn't I+2?* 


Yasmine didn't reply. She was the more practical of the sIsters, and didn't share her twin's 
hero worship of the two famous Warriors. They might be very good at what they did; no one could 
deny that. But... "But they're not gods," the girl murmured, shifting her position slightly. 


That was precisely the wrong thing to do. Jarred loose from Its hook, the broom on the wal! 
next to her fell with a clatter. The gir! froze, her heart pounding. 


e* eee & 


"What's that?" Helfos cried, his blaster swinging around to cover the closet. "There's someone 
In there!" 


Nicodemus glanced at Casslopela, who had half rlsen from her seat. “Who's back there?" he de- 
manded. 


"Nobody," she stammered, looking from him to the closet. “Nobody at all." 

With two long strides, Nicodemus crossed the space between them. "Don't Ife to me, woman! I'm 
sick and tired of your smart mouth and your games." He grabbed her by her tunic, lifting his 
blaster menacinglye "Come out!" he yelled. “Come out, or the pretty lady Is goIng to get hurt!" 


The closet door opened. "Don't hurt her..eplease..." Surprised, the Aquartan turned, and saw 
Yasmine In the doorway. 


"It's a kid!" Helflos exclaimed. 
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"| know It's a kid!" his partner snarled. “What are you doing back there?" he demanded. "Were 
you hiding?" 


"Don't hurt her," Cassie whispered. 


Yasmine took a few steps forward. "I! work here. When you pulled the lasers, Cassie told me to 
hide." 


Smiling, Nicodemus released Casslopela. “SIt down," he told the young girl, gesturing at the bed 
next to the one where Cassie sat. Then he went back to the communicator on the desk. 


Yasmine did as she was told. "Apollo and Starbuck are right outside," she whispered to the older 
womane She'd confided in the med tech shortly after they first met; now Cassie, too, knew about 
the tink between her and her twin. "“Alexa's with them. She says they've got a squad of sec 
guards with them." 


"Can you still talk to her?" Cassle whispered back. Yasmine nodded. "Then tell her they can't 
come blasting thelr way In here. Dr. Salik Is badly hurt. And I really don't Know what these 
two will do If they're surprised." 

"No talking," Helflos warned them. 


Nodding acknowledgement, Yasmine turned away from Cassie, so there could be no doubt the two were 
following orders. *Alexa... Alexa, can you hear me?* 
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*Of course, | can hear you,* Alexa replied. *!'m right outside. What's gofng on?* Apollo and 
Starbuck were conferring In hushed tones, while a sec guard attached a computer scrambler to the 
door locke The rest of the security men stood by, lasers at the ready. 


*Cassie says to tell Starbuck and Apollo that they can't blast thelr way In here. She's afraid 
these men may hurt us.* 


Alexa glanced around at the preparations that were under way. *I'!! try, Yasmine, but they may 
not believe me.* 


*Make them believe you! This is serlous!* 


*All right, all right...* Alexa got to her feet and went over to the two Warriors. "Starbuck, | 
just talked to Yasmine," she said, bracing herself for the anticipated disbelief. 


it never came. “Anything we should know about?" 

She recovered quickly from the surprise of his reply. "They found her. Cassfopela says no one 
should try and shoot thelr way Ine Dre Salik's really hurt, and she told Yasmine she thinks they 
might do worse if they get surprised." : 

The two Warriors exchanged concerned glances. "It's a distinct possibility," Starbuck observed. 


Apollo nodded. "We'll need a distraction. Once Stavros takes care of that lock, getting Into 
Life Station will be no problem." He glanced down at Alexa. "Are there only two men In there?" 


She nodded. Then the Captain realized Starbuck was studying the gir! apprafstngly. "What?" 


“if they've discovered Yasmine," the Lieutenant safd with a smile, "I think we might just have 
our distraction." 


“EEE 


Casslopela returned to her seat after checking on Dre Salike “Anything?" she whispered to 
Yasmine, who shook her head. 


Helfos was pacing back and forth; Nicodemus sprawled In a chair, scowling. They'd just fintshed 


a conversation with Commander Adama, reiterating demands for a ship and safe passage off the 
GALACTICA. : 
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*Yasmine?* 
*i'm here. What's going on?* 


*Can ey make It look Iike you've escaped? | mean, through a back door or an air vent or some- 
thing 


*] guesse Why?* 

*They've got a guy out here working on the lock. He says he'!! be through In another centon or 
so. Starbuck thinks that If we can make them belleve you've gotten away, they might be shaken up 
enough for the sec guards to capture them.* 

it was risky -- and ft all hinged on Yasmine's being fast enough to fool the terrorists. She 
thought about It for a moment. *All right,* she sald at last. *But I'm going to need a head 
start.* 


There was no reply. But after a few centons, the comm-link at the door came to life. "This Is 
Captain Apollo. 1! want to talk to someone In there." 


Nicodemus went to the door. “Well, Captain, what a surprise. Do you have our ship ready yet, or 
ts this a social call?" 


"A shIp is belng prepared in the landing bay, just as you requested. There are only a few things 
to be froned out..." 


it was Yasmine's opportunitye She jumped off the bed and flew into the operating erenae A ven- 
tilation duct ran just past the main operating table; behind it was a storage niche normally used 
for spare Instruments. 


Normally -- but Dr. Saltk had ordered her to clean Itt out during her last duty period. It was 
empty now. 


Yasmine ducked around the operating table, pausing long enough to IIft the latch on the duct be- 
fore squirming her way Into the niche. 


Behind her, Nicodemus and Helios discovered her missing. “*Lords of Kobol, they're quick!* she 
thought, squeezing herself farther into the niche. *Okay, Alexa, it's your show nowee.* 
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"She's away," Alexa told Starbuck -- as If the commotion coming to them over the comm-Iink 
weren't enough proof. The two men Inside Life Station were shouting loudly. 


Apollo waved her to silence. "is there a problem, Nicodemus?" 


"No, no problem," the Aquarftan replied. “Just a little girl who's trying to be too big for her 
own good, Captaine It changes nothing." 


In the background, they heard his companion. "She's gone, Nicodemus! Crawled out through a ven- 
ttilation shaft!" 


Alexa couldn't help her smile. *Good job, Yasmine!* She was prepared for her own part. 

"Well, she can't have gotten far," Nicodemus yelled back. "Go after her!" 

"Oh, | think she's gotten far enough," Apollo told him, smiling. 

A moment of silence, then, "What do you mean?" 

“} mean, tf you turn on your visual, you'll see just how vulnerable you are." 

There was another brief pause, then the Aquarian appeared on the comm-ItInk's small vlewscreen. 


As Apollo stepped back, Starbuck holsted Alexa In his arms, holding her so the terrorist could 
see her. "See, Nicodemus? A mere child has exposed your weakness." 
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As the Aquartan gaped at them, clearly stunned at the sight of what he percelved as a free 
Yasmine, Apollo made a small gesture. Instantly, the security men attacked the door, forcing It 
open and pouring Into Life Station. 
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"But | don't understand," Athena sald later In the pllots' ready room. "Alexa wasn't even 
dressed in the same clothes. How could you Know Nicodemus would be fooled?" 


"We didn't," Apollo told her, even as Starbuck moved the twins closer together so the Captain's 
sister could see thelr resemblance. “But he didn't really have time to look at their clothes, or 
to register that ft wasn't the same girl." 

"He also couldn't have known Yasmine has an Identical twin," Cassiopeia added. 

"So, what happened to them?" Alexa asked, settling down Into her seat. "And how's Dr. Salik?" 


"The prisoners are currently on thelr way to the prison barge," Commander Adama told her. "And 
Dr. Salik Is recovering." 


"Well, then, they got thelr wish," Starbuck observed with a chuckle. 
Alexa looked at him strangely. "How do you mean?" 


"They got off the GALACTICA, didn't they?" Apollo answered, triggering laughter from the entire 
Groupe 


"And now, young lady," Athena sald at last, downing the last of her drink and getting to her 
feet, "you and | have a date aboard the school ship." 


"Which one of them?" Cassfe asked. 
Yasmine giggled. "Why, Alexa, of course." 
As her twin hung her head, Athena nodded. "She may be a hero," the Commander's daughter an- 


nounced, “but she still has an extra learning period coming to her." And, taking Alexa by the 
shoulders, she marched her from the ready room. 
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"Men: A Study tn SIallar Contrasts” 
(By Lisa M. Dalton) 


*#You really don't have the cubits to be doing this,* Casslopela chastised herself as she set an- 
other gold plece down on the High Low table. "Let It ride." 


In her dark red dress, with her hair elegantly colffed, Cassle could almost belfeve she was back 
on Gemon, walting for her current cllent. But the RISING STAR -- the one snip of opulence the 
Colonial Fleet had -- was not Gemon, and Casslopela had not been a soctalator for many yahrense 


*The Lords of Kobo! take him!* she cursed sIlently, as the House took yet another cubIt from her. 
#And the Lords of Kobo! take me, tooe.. Why do | keep doing this to mysel f?* 


Of course, she knew the answer. Turning a new cubit over and over along her fingertips, she 
could see the glint of corridor lights on his hair, visualized In the shIny yellow glow. "Damn 
you, Starbuck!" she growled, palming the cublt and abruptly getting up from the table. "1 "m 
out," she told the dealer, then turned and stalked away through the crowd. 


"Love Is a luxury you cannot afford," her teachers had told her, over and over againe “It is a 
rere man Indeed who wil! see past your profession to the woman who exists beneath." 


Agatn and agatn, Cassltopefa had tried to prove them wrong. "I can have both," she Insisted. 

But time and again, the words of her teachers came back to haunt her. 

Starbuckeee 

While the dashing young Lleutenant had cheated on her before, and would undoubtedly do so again, 
the monotony of It was beginning to get to her. *He fools around with anyone he wants, yet for 
some Idlotic reason, | stay falthful to that son of a daggit! Incredible! A far cry from your 
professional days, Cassfopela,* she told herself. 

"JoIn me for a drink?" 

The voice, so close to her, startled her from her black musings. Turntng, she saw the freighter 
pllot Starbuck and Apollo had rescued. His ship -- an odd, saucer-shaped contraption that Star- 
buck had commented was held together with tape and prayer -~ had been shot up by the Cylons. But 
the pllot and her crew were brought to the Fleet with only minor InJjurltes. 


"Captain Solo," she greeted him, holding out a hand for him to take. In her present soclalator 
mind-set, she couldn't help the physical gestures that had been so much a part of her training. 


To her surprise, he responded, taking her hand and gallantly planting a kiss on the back of It. 
"it's a pleasure. Casslopela, Isn't It?" 


Cassie nodded. 


"You're Dre Saltk's lovely assistant, aren't you?" the man went on. "The one who treated 
Chewle?" 


She nodded againe "The same one who would have treated you, Captain, If you had done what you 
should have, and stayed In Life Station." 


He smiled at her, a roguish smile that reminded her of Starbuck. "The only medicine | need, dear 
lady, Is a good drink, a good game, and the company of a lovely lady Iltke yourself." 


The flattery, while expertly delivered ~~ *1 could give a course on recognizing flattery like 
+hat!* -- set oft familftar alarms In her head -- and brought to mind an Image of the fair- 
skInned, dark-halred woman who had been with Captatn Solo and his alien co-pilot when their ship 
was first towed aboard the GALACTICA. 


"And where Is Lela?" Casste asked, settiing Into a chair opposite the one Captain Solo had 
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et ana a himself. “Ambrosta," she ordered In an aside to a passing walter. "The gentleman Is 
uy 1NGe 


She had to give him credit. Where Starbuck would have sputtered and blustered, and come up with 
some hastily dreamed up excuse to cover her directness, Han Solo didn’t even blink. "She's In 


ra ri aa in tact, she's the one who InsIsted | come here, and stop hovering over Chewle for 
& Ww Co 


“And does she know you require the company of a ‘lovely lady’ to speed your recovery, as It 
were?" she countered, settling Into the light banter. 


He nodded, the laughter In his eyes showIng he, too, was enjoying their game. "If she doesn't, 
I"m sure she suspects that's the case." 


HIs response caught Cassle off guards "And she still let you come?" 


Rather than the cocky response she expected, or the standard I!ne about how he and Lefa had no 
claims on each other, the man actually looked puzzled. "Should she have tried to stop me? Or 
are you plotting some sinister purpose I'm not aware of, lovely lady?" 


Casstopela was stunned to feel herself blushinge "I'Meee Captain, you must realize..." 


He reached over and squeezed her hands “Don't worry, I'm Just teasing you. | know how this must 
look == and a year ago, you would have been right to assume what you probably Just did. You're a 
very beautiful woman, who looks IIke she needs nothing more than somebody to make her feel 
special. 1 wish ! could oblige you -- but there's a woman In your Life Station who makes that 
entirely Impossible for me." 


Shaken, Cassle blinked back tears. "No, she hasn't, Captain -- not by a long shote And, If you 
still need my company to "speed your recovery'..." 


"Oh, I} do, | do,“ he sald. 


“Well, then," she concluded, "! would certainly be remiss In my duties as chief med tech If | 
didn't do everything In my power to assist YOUc ee” 


eee HE 


Lela rubbed her eyes; a low-level headache brought on by too little sleep was starting to throb 
Just behind them. *One can live on Jed! restoration exercises only so long,* she reminded 
herself, eyelng the bed next to Chewbacca's. 


The Wooklee was sleeping peacefully, the sedative field recallibrated to compensate for his allen 
physlology and metabolism. Dr. Salik had satd hls wounds -- sustalned when a control panel 
aboard the MILLENNIUM FALCON had exploded -- were mostly superficlal. He'd advised keeping the 
Wooklee sedated to speed the healing process -- and to keep him from golng out to check on 
repairs to the FALCON. : 


To accomplish a simitar purpose with Han, Leta had Ins!sted he go and check out what passed for 
recreation In the Fleet. Starbuck, one of the pilots who had towed them tn, Immediately sug- 
gested the RISING STAR << apparently, a gambling chancery and tloating restaurant. 


Han agreed to go, but only when she convinced him she would remain with Chewle, and promised to 
contact him Immediately If there was any change In the Wookiee's status. 


“How's he doing?" 

Looking up abruptly, Lela saw Lieutenant Starbuck standing on the other side of Chewle's bed. 
"Better," she replied. "Your Dr. Salik seems to have done a very good job, considering he's 
never worked on a Wooklee before." 


Starbuck nodded. "He knows his job. He's good In unusual situations, too. That's why Commander 
Adama put him In charge. No telling what we'll run Into out here. It keeps you on your toes." 


*) know what you mean. Politics does the same thing." 
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"You're a politician?" he asked fn surprise. 
She noddede "A member of the government of the New Republic." 
Much to her amazement, he laughed out foud. “What's the matter?" she asked. 


"I'm sorryeee It's just that.--well, you should see what passes for politicians around here. 
You're far too young, and far too beautiful..." 


Lela felt her skin prickle as the Lieutenant's gaze became more direct. "May I join you?" he 
asked. 


She recognized the purpose [In his voice even as she nodded her assent and gestured him to an 
empty stool. | 


*They're all the same,* she thought. *The galaxy over, they're all the same...* 
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"Links to the Past* 
(By Lisa M. Dalton) 


"Didn't you see the red piping on the seam of his ship=-board trousers? They don't give out the 
Corellian Bloodstripe to just anyone." 


Han Solo, newly made a general tn the Rebel Army, leaned his throbbing head against the cool 
metal wall of the corridor and tried to make some sense of his emotions. He'd fought with Lela 
again tonight -- a nasty screaming match that made no sense at all to him five seconds after 
storming out of the chamber they now shared. 


"1 wish we still had manuat doors," he muttered under his breath. Memories of a brief sojourn on 
Rynok JI! came back to him <= and another screaming match, one that forced him to cut that stay 
all too short. He couldn't remember her name, could barely remember her face -- but all these 
years fater, he still remembered thinking how satisfied his lady companion must have felt at 
creating such a loud nofse by means of the simple slamming of a door. 


But, alas, the palace at Coruscant was sadly lacking tn slammable doors. *Putting your fist Into 
the wall would only draw attention, hot shot,* he cautioned himself as the thought briefly 
crossed hIs minds *And would probably land you [In the hospital...* Then he'd really have some 
explaining to doe 


Looking down, he suddenly realized he had been so caught up In his argument with Leia that he'd 
stormed out stil! clutching the very Item that had started the whole blow-up. Grimacing slight- 
ly, he brushed hIs fingertips over the slick, well-worn material. 


"Badure thought | couldn't hear him," he mused aloud. Badure, a senior advisor -- polite term 
for a trouble-making military professor with tenure -- at the Corelltan Military Academy... The 
man would later come to admit Han had far surpassed his teachings -- while Han would always ac- 
knowledge him as a teacher, and one of the truest friends he'd ever known. 


*Space knows there were few enough of those back then,* he thought, smoothing the trousers so a 
portion of the dark red piping was visible. *And fewer still willing to stand up for me the way 
he did.* 


it hadn't looked Ifke It at the time, but It had been a sulcide missione.. 
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Han's squadron was flying a routine patrol through Corelllan-controlled space when his scanner 
picked up an odd blip. His wing-mates confirmed the finding -- but for reasons Han could only 
speculate about In the years to come, thelr squadron commander ordered them to maintain their 
formation. 


“Excuse me, sir," Han offered after the order came through to maintaln position, “but that's a 
restricted areas There shouldn't be any ships fn that quadrant." 


“Congratulations, Cadet," his commander replied. "1! wasn't aware you were In on the schedule for 
top secret flight manoeuvres. When did you get your clearance?" 


A smarter, more cautious cadet would have taken the hint evident In the older man's voice. Han 
Solo was never that type of cadet. "Sir," he continued, fully aware of the Irritation he caused 
his supertor, "the ship Is not reading Corelifan. Nor does It read Impertal, Impertal mock-up, 
Rebel, Deneblan, or anything else Command might have Involved In a so-called top secret flight 
manoeuvre scenarlo." 


Several moments of silence followed -- a silence no one In the squadron dared to break. 
Han walted, hands clenched tightly around the Joystick of his fighter. If luck was with him, the 


Commander would see the wisdom of dispatching a pair of ships to check things out. If not, he'd 
probably recelve the chewing out of his IIfe. 
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“Cadet Nator, what does your scanner show?" the Commander finally asked. 


Han groaned mentally. Nator was a notorious favour-seeker. The chances of his seelng anything 
but what he assumed their leader wanted him to see were slim. 


"Um, my scanner's a bit touchy, sir," Nator began, trying to be as diplomatic es possible. "But, 
uh, It looks tIike Cadet Solo's readings are, uh, right on the money, sir." 


All the angry tension that had Han's body wound up tighter than a RathIan top drained out of hin, 
leaving behind an overwhelming sense of amazement. For Nator to have corroborated his findings, 
however diplomatically, was wondrous Indeed. 


"Permisston to Investigate unknown ship In Quadrant Delta, sir." He choked off the crow of tri- 
umph that threatened to burst from his lips and ruln everything. 


He Knew the Commander was seething. But, "Permission granted. Catch up with the squadron when 
you cane 


Han couldn't help grinning at his tiny victory. "C'mon, Sani," he Instructed his wingman as he 
put his fighter Into a sharp bank away from the rest of his outfit. 


it was then he learned the first of many lessons taught him tn the Academy about the wisdom of 
showing up flight officers, even junlor ones. “Belay that order, Cadet. This Is your own IIttle 
ghost-hunt; you can check [It out all on your own." 


Han was so stunned for a moment that he almost overcompensated on the bank, a mistake that would 
have sent his fighter barrel-roll!ng out of control. Wingmen stayed together -- It was the first 
law of fighter pllots, one he'd known and belleved In long before his application to the Academy 
was accepted. 


For his commander to send him alone on a scouting mission with so many unknown factors Involved 
was nothing short of potential! murder. 


"What are you walting for, Cadet?" 


The mocking tone In the man's volce clinched everything. *I'I1 show the bastard,* Han thought, 
forcing hIs fighter Into an even sharper turn and gunning his thrusters for maximum acceleration. 


In the years that followed, Chewbacca would provide a flowery mystical definition for the force 
that drove Han to follow his hunch about that unknown ship, despite all common sense or logic. 
To his dying day, Han maintained he was merely the luckiest -- or stupidest! -- human being ever 
borne 


When he finally caught up with the mystery ship, he found a blocky but otherwise unimpressive 
freighter. *I wonder what you're doling here?* he mused, thumbing open hIs comm-l ink. 


"Unidentified frelghter, this Is Major Solo." Just a minor exaggeration... "You have violated a 
restricted quadrant. Please Identify yourself." 


There was a sputter of static. 


"Unidentified frefghter, this Is Major Solo of the Corellfan Military. State your Identifica- 
tion, and your reason for violating restricted space." 


At long last, “Wasn't aware It was restricted, sone Portside engine and stabilizers are shot. 
Give us a tow?" 


*With what?* Han wondered. “Um, frelghter.e.- I! don't keep tow cables on board. Not enough room 
for them and me, If you get my meaning." 


The freighter's captain chuckled obligingly- “Understood. We've got cables. What | was hoping 
for was to borrow your engines for a bit, Just long enough to get us out of your restricted 
space." 


Han thought about It for a moment. Giving the freighter a tow on his own would guarantee the 
only way he'd catch up with his squadron was back In the barracks on Corellla. *And given that 
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dim-builb Commander's opinion of this, 4 doubt I'Il get him to belleve me. Worth a shot, 
though...* 


He switched communicator channels to the one his squadron used. "This Is Solo to anyone tn Gamma 
Squadron. I've got a stranded freighter In need of a tow. Anyone care to give me an assist?" 


After a moment, the voice of his squadron commander came over the communicator. "Call a tow 
ship, Solo, and get back here. You are not going to disrupt this patrol any further -- and espe- 
Cclally not for a stranded frelghter." 


Han bit back the sarcastic remark that would have gotten him a court-martial for sure. *Calling 
a tow ship tnto restricted space will only attract more attention.* He checked hls star charts. 
*Assuming they have standard tow cables on board, | can be out of here In minutes, with no one 
the wiser...* 


Switching channels agatn, he cut his commander off before the man could start his Inevitable 
tirade. "Freighter, this Is Solo. How do you want to do this?" 


“We've got standard D-42 tow cables with enhanced couplers. If you'l! manoeuvre Into position, 
we should be able to hook up to you with no problems." 


Leaning Into his Joystick, Han sent his fighter Into a hard bank, sweeping over the top of the 
freighter. As the stars rushed by, he once again was struck by the reallzation that there was no 
better place In the unlverse for him. 

*Out here, without people and thelr petty bids for power and position, I'm truly free...* 
"“Oxay," he told the freighter pilot as he settied Into place. "Fire when ready." 


Moments later, his ship was rocked as the couplers on the tow cables attached themselves to Its 
underbelly. "Al! secure?" came from the freighter. 


"Aye," Han repifed. “The first thing to do Is get you someplace where you can get that port en- 
gine looked at." He gave his star chart another glance. "! think we can make Hrodo with no 
problems." 

“Whatever, Major. i'm in your hopefully capable hands." 


Flirting his engines, Han punched [fn a course for Hrodo, a nearby planet with a well-respected 
shipyard. 


“Karmically, this better stand me tn some pretty good stead,* he thought, considering how he'd 
left things with his squadron commander. He'd ridden the edge before -- It was his way of dolng 
things -~- but he'd never so blatantly Ignored a direct order before. Granted, he balanced that 
by removing the freighter from restricted space -- but somehow, he didn't think Command would 
look too kindly on thls, especlally glven his past record. 
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No more than ten minutes later, he saw them -- IndIistinct blips on hIs sensor screen. Then, as 
he queried his on-board computer for a positive Identification, he spotted them. "Impertal TIE 
fighters," he breathed, forgetting his comm-channel was still open. 

“My God!" the freighter pilot exclaimed. “What are we golIng to do?" 

Han’s mind raced. "Switch to channel A-1 Delta. It's a secure channel." HIs fingers flew, mak- 
ing the necessary alterations to his own communicator. “You stiil there?" he asked when he was 
finished. 

"Right here. Major, | can't get away without your help." 

"i'm aware of that," Han snapped. "Don't worry, I'm not going to abandon you." 

“What are we going to do?" 


*! wish | knew...* 
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* HEE 
"Captain Solo?" 


Han looked up to see the gilded form of See Threeplo, Lela's protocol droid, staring down at him. 
"Are you all right?" the drold asked. 


The man glanced around, confused by the odd perspective. *Must have fallen down,* he thought, 
pushing himself back to his feet. *Or maybe Just sat down...* Nodding and waving Threepto back, 
he shook his head slightly. "Just thinking," he managed to croak. He glanced at the pants he 
stilt held tightly In his hands. "Yeah, thinking." 


Threepto's whining metallic volce [ntruded again. “Forgive me, Captain, but Princess Lela did 
send me to find yous She wanted to make certain you were okay." 


beh some reason, that galled him. “Oh, she did, did she? Couldn't possibly come find me her- 
sel?" 


"| had to make certain you weren't still mad at me." 


Her quiet voice stopped him cold. Turning slowly, his hands twisting the fabric of the trousers 
he held, he came face to face with Lela -- the woman who was at the core of all his turmoll. 
"And If ! am?" 


Leia glanced at the droid. "Get out of here," she ordered. 


Threeplo Immediately obliged. *And for once, he didn't put up a fuss!* Han noted In amazement. 
Lela must have told him how tense things had become between the two lovers. 


When the droid rounded a corner and moved out of sight, Lela looked back at Han. "I! sttll don't 
understand," she told him. "I! tried to get you to explain back In the apartment, but you weren't 
interested In talking to me, just In screaming at me." 


He coloured. "I'm sorry for that. But you have to understand... This relationship ts stlll 
very new to me. Occasionally, | get scared by my feelings for you, and when | get scared, It's 
usually easter to shoot at things than negotiate with them. Diplomacy Is your skI!l, darling, 
not mine." 


She looked at him for a long moment, obviously confused. Then, reachtng out, she gently took 
the trousers from his hands and held the rumpled cloth up between them. "They're pants, Han. 
And, so far as | can tell, the only ones you ever wore when you were a smuggler." 


Han winced. “No, not the only pair. Just the most Important, Lela. You see, they're a IInk to 
my past." 


Now, she was really confused. "Your pants? Han Solo, you've given me some wild explanations be- 
fore, but..." 


He put one finger to her IIpse "They aren't Just any palr of pantse" With his free hand, he 
fingered the red pIpinge "Do you know what this [s?" 


She shook her head. 


"It's the Corellian Bloodstripe. One of the higher military honours on Corellia. It had never 
been awarded to a cadet before they gave it to mee" He paused. "I guess nobody thought to take 
it away from me when | was tossed out." He swallowed, forcibly pushing back the memories, bad as 
well as good. 


Lela was stunned. “what did they glve It to you for?" 


"Believe It or not, keeping my cool In a combat situation. A Star Destroyer was on Its way to 
Corelifa, and had just released a squadron of TIE fighters; they would have completely aced our 
perimeter defences. I'd disobeyed orders, and was giving a dead freighter a tow from some re- 
stricted space when ! saw them. | got the freighter pllot to safety, and radioed the coordinates 
of the squadron back In plenty of time." He shrugged. “Command was Impressed." 
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So was Lelae She reached up to touch his facee “Why didn't you tell me?" 


He laughed. "Tell you? Lady, #'ve spent more time with Chewbacca over the past several years 
than with any other being alive -- and I'm not sure | even told him!" 


"Well," she laughed In turn, passing the pants back to him, “under the circumstances, I'm sorry | 
tried to get rid of them." | 


"And !'m sorry ! over-reacted," he conceded. "It's just that, untI! 1! get used to this settled 
llfe, please check with me before you go ditching bits of my past. There aren't too many of them 
around to begin with!® 


As one who also suffered from a loss of the past -- although for different reasons -- Lela felt 
her pulse twitch In sympathy. "§ promise," she told him. "Now, will you come home?" 


He nodded. "Right away, Your Worship." 
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"Commercial Enterprise* 
(By Rodney Ruff) 


Captain's Log, Stardate 2795.2. The ENTERPRISE Is fn orbit around the fourth 
planet of the Sarnoff system, responding to a request from Commander Harold 
Stiverman of the observation station Investigating selsmic disturbances on that 
planet. First Officer Spock and Ensign Victor have beamed down to the rendezvous 
with the station crew. Upon thelr return, we are to meet with Ambassador Herbert 
Goodman on Sarnoff Vil, In the hope of persuading that world to become part of 
the Federation. 


While Starfleet records on the Sarnoff system are Incomplete, we do know that a 
trading clvilisation flourfshed on Sarnoff IV until about three hundred years 
ago, then mysterfously vanished, leaving only a remnant of Its former glory on 
Sarnoff Vil. En route to Sarnoff IV, we recorded numerous radio-wave transmis~ 
stons from Its clvilfsation, which have only reached Starfleet In the last few 
years. We hope to learn more about this clvilisation, tn order to provide this 
coo seege to the Inhabitants of Sarnoff Vil as an inducement to join the 
eder ation. 


Two shimmering stthouettes appeared In the upper main floor room of the Sarnoff IV observation 
station, then sollditied Into the forms of Mr. Spock and Ensign Victor. They were the only ones 
In the room. 


"Odd," Spock remarkede "| had expected Commander Silverman to be walting for us when we arm 


, rived." 


"Do you think something happened to them, sir?" 


"What | think Is trrelevant at this polnt, Ensign," the Vulcan replied. "I refuse to engage Tn 
speculation without sufficient data. The only Information we have so far ts that nelther Com 
mander Stlverman nor anyone else tn his party Is here to greet us. Therefore, | suggest we make 
a tricorder sweep of the station to advise us where they are." 


Victor grimaced as he held his tricorder In front of him. “My first off-ship assignment, and It 
has to be with him," he grumbled under his breath. 


"Enstgn, | will take that remark as a stgn of your Inexperfience and your unawareness of the 
aculty of my Vulcan hearings Please confine your future comments to the matter of our mission." 


"Yes, sire" Victor blushed. *That blasted...* He cut the thought off eas he remembered Vulcans 
were also supposed to be telepathic. He looked at Spock's face, trytng to find some sign of dis- 
pleasure on It, but Instead found the First Officer of the ENTERPRISE busIly scanning the upper 
floor with his tricorder. He returned to his own assigned task. 


"Have you found anything, Ensign?" Spock asked a few moments later. 


"No Ilfe form readings, str, but ! am picking up Indications of a recent sherp drop In the sta- 
tion's power levels." 


The Vulcan looked at the viewplate of his own tricorder. "Yes, so am |. It does not appear to 
have been severe enough to kIII the crew -- If, In fact, they are dead. The power levels have 
returned to normal, but why power would be expended so suddenly and rapidly Is beyond my under- 
standing. Our search for data wil! have to continue on the floor below." 


The two ENTERPRISE crewmen descended a narrow spiraling staircase to the station's lower level. 
There, they found Commander StIlverman and four of the other five members of hIs crew. 


Sliverman himself was stretched out tn a recliner chair, his feet up and his body vibrating from 


the chair's bullt-In heat massager; he would have been quite comfortable If he were not quite 
dead. 
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Lieutenant Commander Schlosser was wrapped tn a roll of gold carpet, a piece of which had been 
cut out to expose his face -- which was palnted the same shade of gold as the carpet. Lleutenant 
Bolen's body lay on the floor nearby; along with her technician's coveralls, she wore a pearl 
necklace, which was entangled with the power cord of a vacuum cleaner standing beside her. Lieu- 
tenant Tartikoff and Lieutenant Ohimeyer were slumped on a sofa, each man's hands around the 
other's neck, In what would have seemed a lame attempt to strangle one another had thelr corpses 
not testified to its success. 


“They're all dead, sir," Victor reported. 

"That would seem to be the case," Spock confirmed flatly. “However, this station has a comple- 
ment of sixe If that sixth crewmember Is alive, he may be able to tell us what happened to the 
others." 

The Vulcan's polnted ears picked up the sound of running water. Motioning for his companion to 
follow, he proceeded to the shower stall adjoining the main room, where he found the sixth crew- 
man, Enstgn Tinker, slumped agalnst the corner of the shower while tiny streams of water beaded 
on the dead man's bare cheste "At least he took the trouble to remove his clothing first," Spock 
commented as he turned off the faucet. 

“isn't thet normal behaviour, Mr. Spock?" 


"Of course. My remark referred to an earlier mission with the now-deceased Lieutenant Tormolen, 
when we found a fully clothed man In the shower." 


"Oh." Victor's eyes cast absently about the room, then came to rest on the shower floor. "Look, 
Mr. Spock -- the soap." 


"! assume there Is something unusual about finding soap In a shower, Enstgn?" 

"Well, sir, the soap bar... It's been cut In half!" 

Spock looked at the cut bar. There were green and white stripes along the cut surface -- as well 
as on the visible uncut surfaces. "That Is mlldly unusual, Ensign, but nothing outside the range 
of Illogical activities you humans are noted for." 

"Str, there's something else! The towel!" 

"Again, nothing unusual for a shower. Please make your poInt, If you have one." 

"There's writing on the towel, sir!" 

The Vulcan glanced at the bath towel, which lay on the floor In an untidy wrinkled heap; the 
words "seefully clean” were printed on [t- "I would assume that ts the goal of anyone taking a 
shower, although putting It on the towel Is an Irrational action." He absently picked the towel 
up, unfolding it so Its complete message became visible: "Zestfully clean." 

tMost Illogical," he remarked. "How can one become 'zestfully clean'?" 


"| don't Know, sir," Victor answered, stifling an urge to say, "You're the sclence officer, not 
me." 


"Also," the Vulcan went on, "nelther the chair In which we found Commander Silverman, nor the 
sofa on which we found Lleutenants Tartikoff and Ohlmeyer, Is regulation equipment for an obser= 
vation station of this nature. Furthermore, Lieutenant Bolen's necklace is not part of the 
regulation Starfleet uniform." 


"Perhaps they bought them from a passing ship, to liven the place up a bit, sir." 


“Unitikely, Ensign, since no ship ts recorded as having visited them prior to our arrival. | 
suggest we replay thelr last log tapes in an effort to determine what happened to them." 


The two men hastened back to the station's matn room. Spock sifted through the wafer-thin micro- 


cassettes scattered over the console, found the one he wanted, and plugged It In, stepping back 
+o watch the viewscreen as the taped message began to play. 
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Commander Silverman appeared on the screen, wearing a cowboy hat. Behind him was a crude repre- 
sentation of a Starfleet shipyard, and beside him was one of the other crewmen, dressed In a 
furry costume that made him vaguely resemble the sehlat that had been Spock's boyhood pet. The 
Vulcan's eyebrows arched upward In recognition of the costume, however crude It was. 


Then yet another crewman's voice announced, "It's Crazy Hal Silverman and his dog, Spot!" 


As If on cue, Silverman took off his hat. "Yes, all of you out there In Federation-land, It's 
Crazy Hal," he salde "And have | got a deal for you! Got this great little used DY-500 starship 
from the Earth-Romulan war." He gestured toward the shIpyard backdrop. "Only fifty thousand 
parsecs on her, and she runs just as good as the day she fought. A real cream puff!" 


"Cream puff?" Spock remarked. "I fall to understand the metaphor..." 


"Or how about this tittle DY-100 over here? Owned by a genetically engineered little old lady in 
the 1990's, who only flew It on Sundayse Or do you prefer Imports? Well, this KiIngon D-7 
battle-crulser ts just the thing for you -- areal steal! And I'!! throw In, free of charge, a 
cloaking device. Just the thing for those moments when you want to surprise people by dropping 
In unannounced! All these beauties -- and many, many more -- each for just a low monthly pay- 
ment. So come on down to Crazy Hal's today. We'll put you in the captain's chair!" 


After "Crazy Hal's" speech, a tuneless male voice began to sing: 


"Well, If you want to buy a starship, go see Hal! 
if you want the best deal, go see Hal! 

For an Impulse or a warp drive, 

He's the best there Is that's alltve! 

Go see Hal, go see Hal, go see Hal! 

Go see Hal, go see Hal, go see Hal!" 


Then the viewscreen went blank. “What do you make of It, Mr. Spock?" Ensign Victor asked. 


"Unknown. Possibly a result of the stress of being In Isolation, or an hallucinatory state 
brought on by a cordrazine overdose. Dr. McCoy and his medical staff will be better able to 
assess this situation." He paused, considering McCoy's reaction to his acknowledgement of the 
ship's surgeon's medical competence. "There Is nothing more we can do here, Ensigne Gather up 
the other record tapes, and prepare to beam up." 


Victor gathered the tapes as the Vulcan detached his communicator from his belt and ratsed the 
antenna grids The communicator chirped as he transmitted, "Spock to ENTERPRISE." 


"ENTERPRISE here." 


"Two to beam up. Notify the Captain, and tel! Stckbay to prepare to recelve the bodies of the 
observation station crew." 


"Aye, aye, sir." 
"Spock out." He closed his communicator. 


Ensign Victor, meanwhile, readied the collected tapes for transport to the ship, carefully 
placing them tn a small case. As he did, he realized he had absent-mIndedly carried the hal f-bar 
of soap from the shower stall. He placed It on one corner of the console, and casually wiped the 
lather from his hands, drying them on his trousers. He didn't notice the discoloration that 
formed on the back of hIs hand and was absorbed Into his skin. 
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"Transporter room to Captain Kirk," the communicator on the right arm of the bridge command chair 
announced. 


James Kirk punched the “open channel" button and replied, "Kirk here." There was a brief pause 
before the transporter officer relayed his message, and Kirk used the time to Initial a report 
handed him by a female yeoman. He noted the way she filled out her uniform before handing the 
report pad back to her. 
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“Mr. Spock and Ensign Victor are ready to beam up, sir." 

"Very well, Mr. Kylee I°!1 be walting for them when they arrive." 

"Aye, aye, sir." 

"Kirk oute" The Captain pushed himself out of hIis command chair. Mr. Sulu, you have the con." 
“Aye, sir.” 


As Kirk moved away, Sulu stepped from the helmsman's console and hIs back-up, -Mr. Leslie, moved 
from his bridge post. By the time the Captain entered the turbol!ft, both command and helm were 
occupled by their replacements. 
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Kirk met McCoy In the transporter room. “What's this about the observation crew all befng found 
dead, Jim?" the doctor growled, upset because he had recelved only minimal tnformation from the 
landing party. As the only person aboard the ENTERPRISE who could glve her Captain an order, he 
sometimes used that privilege to express his frustrations. 


"You'll have to get that Information from Spock, Bones." Kirk knew McCoy's frustrations; they 
were both concerned about the lives of the crew who worked with and under them. Still, he was 
glad McCoy was the medical officer, Instead of JIm Kirk. 


The transporter hummed as Spock and Victor materlalized on the platform. Victor attempted to 
step down, but the Vulcan restrained him with a firm grip on his shoulder. “Decontaminate on my 
stgnal, Mre Kyle," he Instructed curtly. 


At his command, a reddish energy fleld swept down from the transporter celling, briefly covering 
the two men. When It faded, Spock released Victor, and both men stepped down from the trans- 
porter platform. 


“Well, Mr. Spock, what about those dead crewmen on the Sarnoff IV station? Any guesses on what 
happened?" 


"As to medical reasons, Captain, 1! shal! defer to the skills of Dr. McCoy," the Vulcan replied. 
"As to environmental reasons, there were none | could detect. There was a recent power loss, but 
i cannot attribute the deaths to It, especially not In the case of Lieutenant Bolen. Station 
atmosphere was normal; structural Integrity was maintatned at maximum standards. The only thing 
out of the ordinary was the cholfce of furniture. None of the chalrs were regulation equipment 
for a remote observation station." 


“And what's so unusual about that, Spock?" McCoy demanded. "The furnishings In your cabIn are 
hardly Starfleet Issue." 


"indeed," the First Officer agreed. "However, service aboard a starship affords me space for 
personal effects without offending the sensibilities of non-Vulcans. There ts Iittle such luxury 
aboard a smal! observation station, and certainly none In a duty area common to all station per- 
sonnel. Would you permit me to play my harp on the bridge, Captain?" 


"Only If § needed to drive an Intruder off the bridge and phasers weren't avallable," Kirk 
responded. "But | don't see your analogy. Discipline on a remote station ts much more relaxed 
than aboard a starship. A duty room may serve as a recreation room out of necessity." 


"Possibly. But 1 do not see how one derives recreational benefit from a chair that vibrates the 
body." 


*You've obviously never been to the Spacedock Inn on Beta Centaur! I1,* Kirk thought. "Well, 
i°il keep your.eeunique viewpoint In mind, Mr. Spock." 


"We have the log tapes made by the crewmen, Captain," Ensign Victor volunteered, holding out the 
case he had brought up from the station. 


"Good," Kirk replied. “I"I! look forward to seeIng them In the briefing room." 
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Victor headed toward the door. “Just where are you going, Mister?" the Captain demanded. 
"To the briefing room, sir. You said you wanted to see the tapes..." 


"| didn't say right away, Ensign. Right now, { want both you and Mr. Spock to report to Sickbay. 
After Dr. McCoy checks you out, then | want to review the tapes." 


"Yes, sire Sorry, sir. 1 thought..." 


"| understand perfectly. 1 was an ensign once myself." Kirk allowed himself a moment to recall 
his first assignment aboard the U.S.S. FARRAGUT, then continued, "Enthusfasm Is one of the most 
important tralts | look for [fn my crew -- when It fs properly disciplined, that fs." He nodded 
toward Spock, Indicating that Victor should follow the Vulcan's example. 


"Yes, sir," Victor stghed. The look on his face as he and Spock exited the transporter room was 
that of a man resigned to doing the ImpossIble. 


McCoy started to leave, then turned back. "Weren't you a Ifttle hard on him, Jim?" 


"What do you mean, Bones?" 


"Telling him In not so many words to be more like that polnty~eared computer you cal! your first 
officer." 


"Would you rather | encouraged him to annoy his Captain with tlrades about how Man wasn't meant 
to have his atoms scrambled and reassembled by a machine?" Kirk shot back. 


"Now that you mention It," the doctor drawled, a smile forming as he left for SIickbay, "yes, | 
would." 
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Captain's Log, Stardate 2795.3. We have been confronted with the deaths of the 
crew of the observation station on Sarnoff IV, and a tape showIng them engaging 
In highly erratic behaviour. In an effort to find some answers, | am meeting 
with Mr. Spock, Dr. McCoy, Ensign Victor, and Mr. Nielsen from Soclology. 


"Well, Doctor, how do our two crewmen check out?" 


"Captain, our young ensign here Is as healthy as a horse," McCoy answered; Victor smiled. "Mr. 
Spock Is as healthy as whatever It Is Vulcans compare themselves to." 


"Vulcans do not compare thelr health to that of any other creature, Doctor," Spock replted. 
"Such a comparison would be Invalid and, therefore, Illogical." 


“Good grief, Spock, doesn't your Vulcan mind grasp the concept of Idioms, figures of speech?" the 
ship's surgeon demanded In exasperation. 


"My "Vulcan mind,* as you put it, Is capable of grasping the concept of assigning new meanings to 
words at the whim of the speaker," the First Officer retorted somewhat more forcefully. "On 
Earth, | belfeve you call It politics." 


"Now, just a minute, Spock..." 


"Gentlemen, please!" Kirk Interrupted. "I didn't call you here to debate how to describe your 
medical condition. Bones, what did you find when you examined the bodies of the dead crewmen?" 


"| don't know exactly where to begin," McCoy answered, "but I'!! try. First of all, Lleutenants 
Bolen, Tartikoff, and Ohlmeyer were all strangled, as Mr. Spock and Ensign Victor probably no- 
ticed. Lieutenant Commander Schlosser was most likely smothered by that carpeting he was wrapped 
Ine Commander Stlverman died from a knife wound..." 


"Knife wound?" Spock asked, with what came as close to surprise as he allowed himself. "We 
detected no knife wound." His ability to observe minute detail was one of the things the sclence 
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officer prided himself on -- although he would never admit to pride. 


McCoy passed up a chance to take a Jab at the Vulcan. "And you wouldn't have, Mr. Spock, unless 
you performed an autopsy. There was a small knife wound, In just the one place where the human 
heart can be most easily attacked." 


"One of the other crewmen?" Kirk asked. 


"Or Sfiverman himself," the doctor replied. "I can't say which from the angle of penetration. 
And as for Tinker, | really don't know how he died, at least not from the preliminary autopsy. | 
didn't find any wounds or abrasions on The body." 


"Bones, what exactly did you find?" the Captain asked, knowIng McCoy was leading up to something. 


"Well, Jim, the body showed signs of stress. The heart was enlarged, the adrenalin level way up 
-- and had been for a prolonged pertod. The other bodies showed the same thing." 


“What would cause that?" 


"That's Just It; I'm not sure. Lteutenant Bolen's body showed high traces of pheny | propanol amine 
hydrochloride and benzocaine." 


"Just what Is phenylpropa...?" the Captain asked, stumbling over the unfamiliar chemical term. 


"Phenylpropanolamine hydrochloride and, to a lesser extent, benzocalne were both used back In the 
Twentieth Century, In chemical products designed to help people lose welght. Today, of course, 
we use common sense Instead of chemicals to keep us at our proper welghts." 


"That, and the galley food," Kirk quipped, bringIng a smile to Victor's Iipse "What about the 
others?" | 


"| found lesser amounts of the same chemicals In thelr bodies, along with acetylsalicylic acid, 
bismuth subsalicylate, dextromethorphan hydrobromide, and propanolamine bitartrate." 


‘Which are?" The Captain had no Intention of even trying to pronounce any of those. 


"Pain-killers, anti-cough medicine, and antacids," McCoy replied. “Acetylsalicylic acid was the 
active Ingredient In aspirin, one of the first so-called ‘wonder drugs’ of the Twentieth Century. 
All the drugs |! just mentioned were available then without a doctor's prescription, what used to 
be called ‘over the counter'." 


"Excuse me, doctor," Spock sald, "but has not our medical knowledge made the need for those drugs 
obsolete?" 


"Indeed It has, Mr. Spock." 


"How, then, do you account for the presence of what are now obscure and obsolete Earth medicines 
In the bodles of humans several hundred years -- and several hundred light years -- removed from 
such medicines?" 


"We. Spock, | just don't know," McCoy admitted, trying to contain an urge to explode at the 
Vulcane "The station crew may have had them all the time they were there, although they should 
have been Issued newer and more effective drugs." 


Spock leaned back In his chair, steepling his fingers and slightly arching one eyebrow. Although 
he was never happy to be confronted with a lack of Information, he took mild satisfaction In the 
fact that Dr. McCoy -- who often needled him when he was In a situation where logical conclusions 
were difficult to obtain -- was now In a similar situation. 


"So, from a pathological standpoint, we don't have any more answers, but we do have & lot more 
questions," Kirk summed upe "Let's view those tapes Mr. Spock and Ensign Victor brought up, and 
see If they give us any answers. Ensign, will you show us the tape you and Mr. Spock viewed down 
on Sarnoff IV?" 


"Aye, aye, sir," Victor replied. As he Inserted the micro-cassette Into a slot In the desk con- 
sole before him, he felt a sudden urge to rub his hands. 
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The Image of "Crazy Hal" Stlverman trying to sell used starshIps Immediately filled the briefing 
room wall screene The ENTERPRISE crew members all watched with curlosity. Kirk was mildly 
amused when "Crazy Hal" referred to a Klingon battle-crulser as an "Import." 

“Well, what do you make of I+?" he asked the room In general. 


“Mre Spock thinks It was due to the stress of being In Isolation, or maybe the result of a cor- 
drazine overdose," Victor volunteered eagerly, rubbing his right hand against his shirt. 


“Ensign,” Kirk reprimanded, “when | want Mr. Spock's opInion, | will ask Mr. Spock." 


“There Is no need, Captain," the Vulcan stated, "as Ensign Victor has already-made an excel lent 
summary of It, although my second hypothesis has been refuted by Dr. McCoy's medical evidence." 


“Let's go with the first hypothesis, then," Kirk sald. "Doctor, would you agree with the first 
part of Mr. Spock's analysis?" 


"It sounds reasonable to me." 
“What about you, Mr. Nielsen?" 


“it sounds reasonable to me, too, sir," the young sociologist replied. "But I'd like to view 
more tapes before | commit myself to any theory." 


“An admirable position," the Captain sald amlably. “Ensign, let's see another tape." 

Victor changed cassettes, and the screen fllled with the Images of Lieutenants Tartikoff and 
Ohimeyer. They were seated at a table, each with a ceramic bowl In front of him; there was a box 
at Ohimeyer's left. "What's this stuff?" Tarttkoff asked. 

“Some cereal," his companton replied. “It's supposed to be good for you." 

Tartikoff winced, and pushed his bow! toward Ohimeyer. "I'm not gonna try It. You try It." 
Ohlimeyer pushed It back. "I'm not gonna try It!" 

Tartikoff started to push the bowl away again, then sald, "Let's get Mikey!" 

"Yeah!" the other man agreed enthuslastically. 

"He won't eat It; he hates everything." 

Ensign Tinker entered. Tartikoff and Ohimeyer nervously pushed a bowl over to him, and Tinker 
Immediately grabbed a spoon and proceeded to eat the cereal with reltsh. "He likes It!" 
Tartikoff exclaimed in surprise. “Hey, Mikey!" 

“Hey, Mikey?" Spock repeated as the tape faded. 


“| don't understand It elther, Mr. Spock," Kirk said. "Let's try another tape." His tone Indi- 
cated he was amused by the exchange they had Just viewed. 


This time, Tartikoff and Ohlmeyer appeared agaltn, but In a much less amusing setting. They were. 
both seated on the sofa where their dead bodies had been found, and were fighting over a device 
that resembled a Mark | phaser. Closer examination made the device appear much less deadly. 
"Give me that!" Tartikoff shouted. "It's not fair! You had It last night!" 

"| did not!" Ohlmeyer shouted back. "Get your hands off It! It's mine!" 

"fis not!" 


"is, too!" 


"is not!" 
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"Is, too!". 

"Is not! You watched It last night! Now, It's my turn! | want my MTVvi" 

"MTV, Captain?" Spock asked. 

"| don't know what I¢+ Is, elther, Mr. Spock," Kirk replied. 

Suddenly, Tartikoff's hands were at Ohimeyer's throat, and vice versa. 

Mercifully, the tape ended. “Well, now we know how they died," McCoy sald. 

"Yes, but not why," the Captain salde “Why would two grown men fight over that...2" 
"I+ appears to be a remote control of some type," Spock suggested. 

",..eremote control unit like a couple of kids?" 

*} don't know, Jim," McCoy admitted reluctantly. “i honestly don't know." 


"The Incidents of madness we have just witnessed appear to follow no recognizable pattern, Cap- 
tain," Spock said. “Perhaps Mr. Nielsen has an explanation?" 


"Well, Mr. Nielsen?" Kirk demanded. 
The soclolog!st hesitated a moment. Then, "Commercials." 
"Commercials?" Spock echoed, ralsing both eyebrows. 


"Yes, sIre All the behaviour we've seen, other than the brawling, Is almost Identical to Twenti- 
eth Century Earth television commercials. Commander Silverman was selling old starshIips the way 
salesmen once sold used cars. Tartikoff and Ohimeyer were re-enacting a commercial for a break~ 
tast cereale And MTV was popular on a television format called ‘cable TV,’ which featured visual 
presentations of the popular songs of the day." 


"Fascinating," Spock sald. “A form of madness that causes Its victims to reproduce advertise- 
ments from Earth's Twentteth Century... But what would enable them to produce such detal led 
reconstructions?" 


“Have you ever heard of cellular memory theory, Spock?" McCoy asked. 

"Yes. It proposes that memories from an ancestor can be coded Into one's genes, much as programs 
can be written directly on computer firmware, then passed on to a descendant," the Vulcan 
replied. “It was offered as a scientific explanation for the abl liIty of ‘channeling’ Into one’s 
past lives, something made popular during the so-called ‘New Age‘ movement of the same Twentieth 


Century era as Mr. Nielsen's commercials. Personally, | find the theory Illogical, or at best 
unprovable by any technology known to us." 


"Well, that may be, Mr. Spock," McCoy growled back, "but do you have any better explanation?" 
"Recrettably, | have none," the science officer conceded. 


"If your theory Is sound, Doctor," Kirk mused, “how do you explain what triggered It? Could any 
of the drugs you found cause it?" 


"Not ITkely. None of those drugs was documented as causing hallucinations." 

"But the theory might explain why you found those drugs tn the first place," Nielsen suggested. 
“How do you mean?" Kirk was Intrigued. 

“Well, unlike the commercials we have today, most of those from the Twentieth Century didn't try 
to sell a product on Its merits alone," the soclologist explained. "Instead, they tried to get 
you to buy the product by telling you It was the ‘right thing to do,' that It made you smarter or 


+hinner, shaplier or sexfer. Whatever you wanted to become, there was something you could buy 
+hat would enable you to become It. Coincidentally, that era was one of the most materlalistic 
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-In Earth history. One perfod was even known as the 'Me Decade’." 


"An interesting addition to my knowledge of Earth history," Spock sald. "But then, what else can 
be expected of a race that fought three world wars?" 


Kirk Ignored the comment. “Bones, Is there any chance of this happening aboard the ENTERPRISE?" 

"If you're asking If we've brought some kind of plague aboard, Jim, | can't say for sure without 
further tests. But | would recommend you keep us here and aboard ship until | can tell you 
something definite." 

The Captain was about to reply when a buzzer from the console cut him off. Lieutenant Uhura's 
face appeared on each monitor of the triangular array at the centre of the briefing room table. 
"Bridge to Captain Kirk," she sald. 

Kirk punched the communicator button In front of him “Kirk here." 

"Sir, | have a message for you from Ambassador Goodman on Sarnoff VII." 

“Put It on screen, Lieutenant." 


“Aye, sir." 


Uhura's tmage was Immediately replaced by that of a large man with olly black hair and a bloated 
face. "This Is Ambassador Herbert N. Goodman," he said gruffly-. 


"Yes, Mr. Ambassador," Kirk replied, more civilly than he would have liked. "This Is Captaln 
James Te Kirk of the U.-S.S- ENTERPRISE. What can |! do for you?" 


"You can get off your butt and bring that ship of yours to Sarnoff VII on the double!" 


"Mr. Ambassador, we're not scheduled to arrive at Sarnoff VI! for another three days," the Cap- 
tatn protested. 


"Damn the schedules, Kirk, just get here!" the ambassador snapped. "We're at a point where we 
need the ENTERPRISE to show these people here the kind of power they can gain by Joining the 
Federation." 

*More likely,* Kirk thought, *you're at the polnt where you need the ENTERPRISE to show what kind 
of power you can call on to get your own butt out of the sling you've put it Ine* "I'm afraid 
that won't be possible, Mr. Ambassador," he replied calmly. 

"Make It possible, Kirk. Damn it, what do we have Starfleet for?" 


The Captain wisely didn't answer. “Sir, a situation has come up that requires our further Inves- 
tigation here." 


"Then Investigate It," the ambassador growled. “I'l! give you twenty-four hours. After that, | 
want your people here, whether you have any answers to your situation or not. Goodman out." 


The screen went blank. 


Kirk looked at McCoy. “Well, Doctor, It looks IIke your tests have been given a timetable." He 
turned to his First Officer. "Mr. Spock, i'd like to ask a favour." 


The Vulcan's eyebrows shot up In puzziement. "Captain?" 


"Can you determine the feasIbIility of firing ship's phasers from thls distance to stun a certain 
know-it-all Federation ambassador Into submission?" 


"The probabilities of success would be Infinitesimal, Captain,” he replied. "However, the per- 
sonal satisfaction spent In such calculations would be substantial." 


“HHH 


After the meeting In the briefing room, Ensign Victor headed for the galley on Deck Seven, where 
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he ordered lunch from the food synthesizer, collected his meal, and found a seat. ‘He had barely 
taken a bite before he was joined at the table by Lieutenants Sulu and Riley. 


"So, how was your first trip planetside with Mr. Spock?" Sulu asked. 


"Exasperating," Victor replied. "You say the wrong thing to him, and he gives you a two- 
peragraph answer that makes you wish you'd kept your mouth shut." 


"Now you know how Dave Balley felt," the helmsman told him, laughing. "But once you get to know 
him, then you'!! understand that you really don't know him." 


"| wonder what he'd have to say about your last remark," the Ensign sald, slipping Into an Imper- 
sonation of the Vulcan's speech patterns as he continued, "Mr. Sulu, that remark Is 
contradictory, convoluted, and typical of the lack of logic character!stic of your species." 


"That sounds about right for Mr. Spock," Sulu told him with another laugh. “But Kevin and ! came 
here because we want you to help us settle an argument." 


"Not that argument about the merits of fencing again, Hikaru," Riley groaned. "| still don't 
know the difference between a fol! and a raplter, and | really don't care." 


"Kevin, Kevin," Sulu chided, “It's [tke | told you before, fencing tones the muscles and keeps 
you mentally sharp. Right, Victor?" 


"Hey, guys, don't look at me!" the Ensign protested, nervously rubbing hIs handse "Il don't know 
the first thing about fencing. All 1 know ts, It took Schlitz to bring the taste to light." 


"Huh?" Sulu asked, exchanging a confused glance with Kevin Riley. “Victor, what are you talking 
about?" 


"I...) don't know," he stammered, equally confused. "Something... just came over me for a moment. 
I've had thls feeling there's some kind of sticky soap film on my hands, and | can't get It off. 
It's ITke | showered, but I'm not fully cleans I'm note.efullyese" His voice trailed off, his 
eyes glassy. 


"Victor?" Sulu asked. "Victor? Come on, man, snap out of It." 


The EnsIgn rematned motionless for a moment, then reached with one hand to pick up his drinking 
glass. He stared at It vacantly, turning It around In his hand. Then, without warning, he cried 
out, "Spots! This glass ts full of dishwasher spots!" 


Blindly, he slammed the glass down on the table, smashing tt. Holding one jagged plece In his 
hand, he shouted, "You'd think after all this time, we'd come up with a way to get rid of spots 
on our glasses! But, no! We still have these blasted spots!" 


He thrust out the hand gripping the glass shard. Sulu and Riley attempted to restrain him, but 
were both cut by the jagged glass. Other crewmen, thinking a fight had broken out, jumped in -- 
caustng a real fight to break out. 


Fortunately, someone had the presence of mind to call Security; two red-shirted men quickly 
arrived, and broke the disturbance up before anyone could be serfously hurt. 


Sulu, Riley, and Victor were escorted to Sickbay, where Nurse Chapel met them. "Well, what have 
we here?" she asked, examining thelr cuts In a rapid but thorough manner. 


"We started to get Into a discussion about fencing," Riley told her. "All of a sudden, Victor 
here started babbling about spots, broke his glass, and ended up cutting all three of us." 


"Well, boys will be boys, | suppose," the nurse sald condescendiIngly. She used antiseptic swabs 
+o clean up the blood, then sprayed all three men's cuts with an anesthetic. "There, that should 
take care of you troublemakers for a while. And, Victor, next time you want to slam your fist 
against a table, please make sure your glass isn't In ite" 


Victor sald nothing at first, Just looked at her dumbfoundedly.- Then he asked, "Is [ft true 
blondes have more fun?" 
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Chapel was taken aback by the question. “Well, Ensign, that depends on what you mean by fun," 
she answered nervously. Her reputation as a hard-working professional was well known =~ but so 
was her reputation for turning to jelly whenever she came near a certain Vulcan First Officer. 


Victor fell stlent again, then rubbed his hands together. "You look IIke an Ivory girl," he 
sald, rubbing the nurse's cheek. "Fresh, wholesome, natural..." 


“Why, thank you, Victor." She blushed as though the compliment had come from her favour ite 
Vulcan. Then, “Excuse me," she sald, crossing to the Intercom. "Sickbay to Dr. McCoy." 


"McCoy here." His Image appeared on the Intercom screen. "This had better be good, Nurse. You 
just Interrupted a Saurtan brandy -- which I'm going to force you to share with me." 


“It's Victor, Doctor," Chapel replied, fending the Ensign off with one arm while Sulu and Riley 
tried to hold him back. “He's acting strangely." : 


"i111 be right there. McCoy out." 

He entered the room moments later, and dismissed Sulu and Riley with a glance, saying, “I can 
handle It from here. You're free to go." As they departed, he turned to Victor and said, "Well, 
Enstgn, what seems to be the problem?" 


Victor turned, and looked squarely at the ship's surgeon, rubbing his hands as he did so. "Do 
you mind If | talk to you about...diarrhoea?" he asked dreamily, lunging toward the doctor. 


McCoy shot a quick glance at Chapel. “He's acting like the people on Sarnoff IV => the ones we 
saw on those tapes!" 


“What tapes?" she asked, confused. "What are you talking about?" 
"I'H) 4111 you In later, Nurse. Get me a tranquillizer hypo, then get the Captatn down here." 
"Yes, sir." 


She left briefly, and returned with the required hypoe She was about to hand It to the doctor 
when Victor caught sight of It and began to sing. 


"Don't give me that so-so soda, the same old cola! | want a rock and roller! | want a pop! |! 
want a Shasta!" 


"Take It easy, Victor," McCoy sald soothingly, manoeuvring the Ensign so his back was to Nurse 
Chapel. "I*|] personally see that you get your Shasta." Once the man was In position, he 
shouted, "Now!" 

Christine Chapel jabbed the hypo Into Victor's back. He jerked upright In surprise, then wheeled 
on the nurse and chided her with, "It's not nice to fool Mother Nature!" Seconds later, his legs 
went out from under htm as he lost consclousness. He collapsed backward agalnst McCoy, singing 
softly, "Take Sominex tonight and sleep, sleep, sleep..." 


The doctor and two assistants carried the man's IImp body to a bed Just as Kirk arrived. "What 
happened, Bones?" the Captain asked. 


"i+'s Victor. He started showIng the same symptoms as the crewmen on Sarnoff IV." 


“What?" The Captain stared Incredulously at his chief medical officer. “How could he have been 
Infected by whatever got the crewmen down on the planet?" 


"i! don't know. {'m a doctor, not an advertising executive!" 

Just then, a voice moaned, “Ohh...my headeeemy stomach..." 

"Victor?" Kirk asked tentatively. 

“He's delirious, Jim," McCoy warned. "I sedated him, but he's fighting It off." 


"This soon?" 
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Victor recognized his Captain's volce. “Hey, Jim Kirk, starship captain -- how's your love 
life?" 


"Just..efine, Ensign," Kirk answered hesitantly. Had Victor asked that question while tn full 
possession of his faculties, Kirk would have sent him to the brige "Can you sedate him again, 
Bones?" he asked McCoy. 


"It's too risky. Besides, | want to run some tests, and | don't want my tranquillflzers masking 
anything." 


Meanwhile, Victor, still semi-conscious, started singing againe "See the Milky Way, join Star- 
fleet today. New worlds are just walting for your call. Boldly go today, go the Starfleet way. 
Our transporter means a speedy planetfall..." 

"At least his singing is better than Riley's," Kirk mused. “What do you think It fs?" 


"| can't tell you until I've run those tests. Right now, the best thing you can do Is keep the 
ENTERPRISE right here until t've got some answers for you." 


Just then, a bosun's whistle sounded over the intercom, followed by the voice of Lieutenant 
Uhurae "Bridge to Captain Kirk..." 


The Captain hit the "open channel" button at the nearest viewscreen. "Kirk here." 
"Incoming message from Ambassador Goodman on Sarnoff VII," Uhura sald. 

"Pipe it down here, Lieutenant." 

“Aye, aye, sir." 


"Kirk, this fs Ambassador Herbert N. Goodman," the all-too-familiar voice growled. "How fast can 
you get that bucket of bolts over here?" 


*You're lucky Scotty didn't hear you say thateee* "Mr. Ambassador, you gave us twenty~four 
hourse We're still a long way from using them up." 


"Not any more, you're not! Things have gotten worse since my last calle If you don't get that 
ship over here right now, the Federation loses Sarnoff VIl.-. And If the Federation loses Sarnoff 
Vil, t*tl make darn sure you lose your head!" 


"Mr. Ambassador, a crisis has arfsen aboard the ENTERPRISE," Kirk told him. "Aren't there any 
other starships you can call on?" 


"Just a few scout vessels with about enough fire-power to blow up a cotton ball. If you've got a 
crisis on your ship, let your security people contain It. J need the ENTERPRISE here, and | need 
it here now!" 


"I'd strongly advise against it, Jim," McCoy told him. "You could be risking an entire planet to 
exposure to an exotic virus." 


“Make your advisory In your medical log, Bones," Kirk told hIm wearily- "My hands are tied. If 
he wants to, Goodman can exercise command authority over this entire crew." 


"You can't be serious! Think of the lives on Sarnoff VII!" 

"! am thinking of the lives on Sarnoff Vil, Doctor. That's why | want you to document your 
ob jections In your medical log." Turning back to the Intercom, Kirk said, "Very well, Mr. Ambas- 
sador. Against my strongest feelings to the contrary, we will depart Immediately for Sarnoff 
Vile Kirk out." 

"Jim, you're making a terrible mistake," McCoy warned. 

"And you, Doctor, have just had your timetable drastically moved up," the Captain snapped, turn- 


ing on his heel and walking briskly toward the door. It opened -- and as It closed behind him, 
both Dr. Leonard McCoy and Nurse Christine Chapel began rubbing thelr hands. 
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Captain's Log, Stardate 2795.4. We are preparing to leave orbit around Sarnoff 
IV. An tnfection of some sort has been transmitted from the observation station 
personnel to one of my crew. While Dr. McCoy has attempted to keep It localized, 
the Infection has already begun to spread to other members of the crew. 


This log entry was sponsored by the Korby Androfd Works on Exo-I!I.- The Korby 
Android Works can make you an android companion so IIfelike, you'll swear it's 
the real thing. The Korby Androtd Workse Can we bulld one for you? 


Kirk stepped out of the turbolIift and onto the bridge. Spock Immediately ylelded the con to hin, 
and returned to his sclence station, displacing Ensign Chekove "Mr. Sulu, take us out of..." the 

raat erie then cut himself off. "Mr. Lesile, what are you dofng at the helm? Where's Lieu- 
enant Sulu?" 


"| don't know, sir," Leslie replied. "He was due back from the galley fifteen minutes ago." 
"That's unusual," Kirk commented to himself. "Lieutenant Uhura, summon Mr. Sulu to the bridge." 


"Aye, aye, sir," she acknowledged, snapping on her Intercom milkee "Mr. Sulu, report to the 
bridgee Lieutenant Sulu, report to the bridge." 


There was no response. After a long silence, Uhura sald, "Captain, I'm getting a report from the 
armourye A phaser rifle fs missing -- but the stock was left behind." 


"A phaser rifle?" Kirk gasped. He hadn't used one since killing Gary Mitchell In self-defence so 
long ago on Delta Vega; Mark !1 phasers had made them almost obsolete. "Why would someone take a 
phaser rifle, then discard the stock?" 


He had no time for reflection, as Uhura relayed another message. "Sir, Fowler In the cargo hold 
says someone has taken the haestpferdi." 


"Haestpferdi?" the Captain asked. 
"A small horse-like animal native to the Btelmon system," Spock explained. 


"Captain, there's another message," Uhura sald, perplexed. "It's from the ship's fabrication 
unfit. Someone broke In and fashioned a...esuit of armour?" 


"A sult of armour?" Kirk echoed, bewlldered. “Spock, what do you make of this?" 


"Logically, the culprit In all three cases Is Mr. Sulu," the Vulcan began. "These actions are 
all conststent with his psychological profile as a closet swashbuckler, although | am unable to 
fathom why he should choose to become a knight on horseback..." 


"Sir," the communications officer Interrupted, "I'm getting a number of reports of disturbances 
on the lower decks. It... J don't understand It, sir." 


“What Is It, Lteutenant? What's golng on down there?" 


e* ee He & 


On Deck Three, two crewmen were headed for a recreation room when they saw him. As they rounded 
a corner, they were met by the figure of a knight In gleaming white armour, sitting astride a 
galloptng white haestpferdi. He held the barrel of a phaser rifle In his right arm, couched like 
a lance. POE mma eae 


Transtixed by fear and curlosity, they remained motionless as he charged by, touching each of 
them with the rifle barrel and delivering the lowest possIble energy charge of which the weapon 
was capable -- just enough energy to zap the dirt off their shirts. 


As he rode on by, they heard Mr. Sulu's voice chanting, “Stronger than dirt!" 
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"Sir," Lieutenant Uhura sald, bending over her communications panel, "I'm recelving reports from 
Deck Three of a...a white knight on horseback, who goes around zapping the crew's clothing." 


"Sulu!" Kirk exclalmed. 

“Undoubtedly, Captain," Spock agreed. "It would seem he Its acting out one of your commercials." 
"Yes, for a laundry detergent, | believe." The Captain plvoted his chair to face his communica- 
tions officer. “Lieutenant, send a security team to Deck Three, armed with phasers set at 
base-cycle stunning force. Instruct them to fire only If attacked." 

“Right away, sir." Uhura pressed a button on her communications board and relayed the order. 
Kirk snapped on his chair Intercom. "Bridge to Sickbay." 

"McCoy here." 


“Doctor, you can expect another patient In the next few minutes. Mr. Sulu's been Infected by the 
same thing that's Infected Victor." 


“Oh, no!" the doctor exclaimed. "Riley was down here with both of them. He may be Infected, 
too." 


“What?” Kirk spun hfs chalr to face Uhura. “Lieutenant, send a security team to find Mr. Riley. 
Notify all hands to be alert to his whereabouts." 


"Yes, sir," she replied. 

*Anything to report on Mr. Sulu?" 

“Security on Deck Three reports he has been apprehended and Is being taken to Sickbay." 
"Excellent." 


“They also report that their uniforms are twenty percent cleaner than with the leading brand." 
She looked at Kirk, puzzled. "Sir?" 


"I'tt fill you tn later," the Captain promised. "Right now, we have other things to worry 
about." 


"Captain, | suggest we seal off all decks to prevent the spread of the Infection," Spock advised. 
"Good ideae Lieutenant Uhura..." 

“Aye, aye, sire" She relayed his order throughout the ship. 

“Now, then," Kirk said, "Mr. Sanchez, lay In a course for Sarnoff VII." 

"Course plotted and laid in, sir." 

"Goode Mr. Lesife, take us out of orbit. Warp Factor Two." 

"Aye, aye, Captain." 


The powerful warp engines of the starship ENTERPRISE came to IIfe. The ship shuddered -- and 
suddenly, the engines shut down, along with the bridge IIghts and display panels. 


"Auxltfiary power!" Kirk ordered, then snapped on his Intercom as the emergency lights came on. 
"Bridge to EngIineertng!" 


"Scott here, sir," the chief engineer answered In his distinctive brogue. 


"Scotty, what happened?" 
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"! dinna know, sIr- The engines are churnin' out the power just fine." 
"Then why aren't we moving? Where's the power going?" 


There was a briet pause. Then Scott's agitated voice replied, "Captaln, someone has tapped the 
matn power feed from the engines. The power's beln' diverted to another area of the ship." 


“Where's tt going, Scotty?" 

“into the fabrication unit, sir!" 

Kirk and Spock both suddenly realized why the Sarnoff IV observation station had experienced a 
power loss => and also knew where the non-regulation furniture had come from. "Scotty, can you 
cut the tap?" the Captain demanded. 


"No, sir, at least not right away," the engineer replied. “Whoever put It on did a bonny fine 
Job o' riggin' her up- It'll take a couple of hours at least." 


"Can you give us Impulse power?" 

"Oh, aye, sire That, | can doe" 

"Then do It," Kirk told him. "We've got orders to be at Sarnoff Vil as soon as possible." 

"Aye, sire" 

The ENTERPRISE lurched forward again -- and this time, the curved Image of Sarnoff IV slowly de- 
scended to the bottom of the maltn viewscreen, to be replaced by famiiftar and comforting star 
patterns. 

"Stckbay to Bridge," McCoy's volce came over the Intercom. 

Kirk snapped It on agalne "Go ahead, Doctor." 

"Captain, you're not serlous about taking us to Sarnoff VII!" McCoy protested. 


"An unnecessary comment, Doctor," Spock cut In, "since as you can see, we are already under way." 


"Damn It, Spock, ! didn't ask for your know-it-all commentary!" McCoy thundered. "We may have a 
ship full of sick people, and | won't have time to treat them all!" 


"We've sealed off the decks to try to head the Infection off," Kirk told him. “As for time, you 
Just got a lot more of It. Someone's sabotaged the warp engines." 


"What?" 


"All we have Is Impulse power, Bones," the Captain told him. "That makes bridge and engine room 
operations particularly critical until we have a handle on whatever It Ts that's on this ship." 


"I'}) be up there right away with a medical team." 
"No, take the engine room first." 
"Captain, you were In Stckbay with Victor." 


"The engine room first, Bones," Kirk Inststede "If | start acting out of IIne, I'm sure Mr. 
Spock will put the pinch on me." 


"And 1f Spock starts acting out of IIne, then what wil! you do?" 
"Then I*Il just have to put the pinch on him. Kirk out." 
Half an hour tater, Dr. McCoy, Nurse Chapel, and Yeoman Janice Rand stepped out of the turbollft 


and onto the bridge. The doctor and nurse each carried a tricorder and medikit, while Rand held 
a serving pot full of coffee In one hand, and a stack of cups In the other. 
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“Well, Jim, the engineering crew all checks out fine," McCoy sald. "Scotty was none too happy 
about our being there, though." 


"| don't doubt It," Kirk replfed. “You know how | am about taking physicals." 

“Indeed {| do," the ship's surgeon sald, passing his tricorder probe over the Captain's body. 
“We've got Sulu In Sickbay now, sedated and strapped downe He keeps mumbling something about 
‘scrubbing bubbles,* but other than that, he's fine." The doctor turned off his probe. "Well, | 
don't find anything wrong with you, Jim. Nurse, you check out Spock." 

"Yes, Doctor." She passed a probe over the First Officer, holding It much closer to his body 
than McCoy had held his for the Captain. "Mr. Spock checks out fine, except foresee" She brushed 
the Vulcan's shoulder vigorously. "You have dandruff, Mr. Spock." 


"A consequence of the loosening of dead skin cells In my scalp, Nurse," the Vulcan replied. “It 
ts a condition you humans also suffer from, | belleve." 


"But, Mr. Spock, your dandruff shampoo..." 


“,eehas been adequate for my needs, Nurse. I fall to understand why you are suddenly so con- 
cerned with a minor aspect of my personal hygiene." 


She drew back, startled. "Forgive me, Mr. Spock," she safd, rubbing her hands against her skirt. 
"| didn't mean to embarrass you." 


"tf one holds no emotional attachment to an Incident, one cannot be embarrassed by [t," the First 
Officer repli led. 


McCoy and Chapel proceeded to examine the rest of the bridge crew, while Kirk turned his atten- 
tion to Yeoman Rand. "Coffee? At a time IIke this?" 


"| thought you could use some, sir," she answered demurely. 


"| could," he satd.e *Good thing McCoy Isn't probing me now,* he thought as he felt the pot. 
"It's hot. How did youse..2?” 


"| have my ways, sIr," she sald, smiling as she patted the hand phaser hanging from her hip. She 
removed a cup from the stack she carried, handing It to Kirk fn such a way that their fingers 
touched, then filled {t. 


The Captain tasted It. “Yeoman, this coffee Is delicious." He dratned the cupe "Good to the 
last drop." 


"It's mountain grown, sIr. It's the richest kind." 

She then passed out coffee cups to each crewman, and filled them. As she moved around the 
bridge, Kirk couldn't help taking notice of her long, measured strides. *Yeoman, you've got a 
great pair of legs,* he told her mentally. *Too bad I'm not telepathic, I!Ike Spocke..* 


The Vulcan looked at his coffee for a moment, then uncharacteristically drained the cup. "I must 
concur with the Captain. This Is Indeed delicious coffee, Yeoman. May | have a second cup?" 


"Of course, Mr. Spock," Rand replied, pouring the refill. FIll it to the rim?" 

"Obviously." 

Nurse Chapel, on the opposite side of the bridge, watched Rand attend the Vulcan, and felt a 
curtous pang of jealousy. *That's funny,* she thought. *Mr. Spock never asks for a second cup 
of my coffee...* 

Suddenly, Uhura spoke up. "Captain, I'm recelving another message from Ambassador Goodman." 


Kirk sighed. "Put It on screen, Lieutenant." 


The moving starfleld disappeared, to be replaced by the hulking Image of the ambassador. There 
were two things James Tibertus Kirk loved looking at more than anything else -~ and Goodman had 
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now cut In on both of them. 
"This Is Ambassador Herbert N. Goodman," the man snarled. He obviously liked his name. 


"We're on our way to Sarnoff VII now, Mr. Ambassador," the Captain told hime “We estimate ar- 
rival within twenty-four hours." 


ens hours? What are you doing, Kirk, stopping to pick up Ice cream cones for the entire 
crew 


"I+ can't be helped, Mr. Ambassador. We're operating on Impulse power only right now." 

"Impulse power? Well, you'll have to do better than that, Kirk!" 

The Captatn put down his coffee cup, got out of his chair, and stepped toward the screen. “Trust 
us, sir," he pleaded, holding cupped hands before him In a gesture of supplication. "You're In 
good hands with Starfleet." 

t!'d better be, or I'll see to It that you're cancelled! Goodman out!" 


The ambassador's Image disappeared, and was replaced by the moving startield. “What Is that 
man's problem?" Kirk asked. a 


"Well, Jim," McCoy drawled, "in my considered medical opinion, too much caffeine makes him 
nervous." 


The ENTERPRISE suddenly lurched forward, causing everyone seated on the bridge to pitch forward 
In hls or her chair; everyone standing was forced to take several awkward steps before regaining 
thetr balance. "What the hell was that?" McCoy demanded, finding his arm In a rather embar- 
rassing position around Janice Rand. 


The answer came quickly. "Engineering to Bridge. Engineering to Bridge," Scotty called frantic- 
ally over the intercom. 


"Kirk here," the Captain acknowledged. “What Is It, Scotty?" 


"Captain, Impulse power Is gone! It's been siphoned off Into the fabrication unit, just like the 
warp drive!" 


"Can you fix it?" 

"Not for several hours, sire I've been workIn' on the warp engines, and goln' nowhere fast." 
Spock retreated to his sclence station, and peered Into hIs monitor. "Captain, the danger Ts 
greater than losing all motive power," he advised solemnly. “We have not left the gravitational 
field of Sarnoff IV." 


"You mean we've only managed to shift ourselves Into a higher orbit?" Kirk demanded. 


"indeed, Captain. However, our new orbit Is not a stable one. If engIne power, elther Impulse 
or warp, Is not restored quickly, we will crash Into the planet within two hours." 


Kirk groaned Inwardly. “Hear that, Scotty?" 

"Aye, sir. Which engines do you want me to work on, Impulse or warp drive?" 

The Captain turned to his First Officer. “Mr. Spock?" 

"Me. Scott, your knowledge of engineering undoubtedly exceeds my own. However, | would recommend 
continulng your work on the warp engines, stnce we may need thelr greater acceleration If our 
situation turns critical." 


“And it's not already critical, Mr. Spock?" Scott asked rhetorically. "Warp engines It Is." 


"If | may be of some assistance, Mr. Scott...?" 
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“I'll let you know, sire Scott out." 


e* HEH 


Captain's Log, Stardate 2795.5. This log entry Is brought to you by Wrigley's 
Planet of Pleasure, featuring the most exotic of locales and companions for the 
space traveller who wants to boldly go where no man has gone before. This month, 
we’re offering two Orion slave girls for the price of one- That's Wrigley's 
Planet, where you can double your pleasure, double your fun. 


Without engine power, we are now belng drawn back toward Sarnoff IV. Mr. Spock 
has calculated that we have no more than two hours before we enter the planet's 
atmosphere and burn upe in the meantime, Dr. McCoy Is attempting to find the 
cause and cure for the mysterlous allment that has afflicted us, and Mr. Scott Is 
attempting to restore our warp drive. 

"Mre Spock, how much longer do we have?" 


"At our present rate of descent, Captain," the Vulcan replied, "I estimate contact with the atmo- 
sphere of Sarnoff IV In approximately one hour, forty-nine minutes, seventeen point two seconds." 


"| wonder if Scotty's gotten anywhere with the engines yet," Kirk mused, unconsclously rubbing 
his handse "I'd contact him by Intercom, but |! don't want to take him from his work for even a. 
second." | 
"If he ts still capable of working, Captain," Spock sald soberly. 

Kirk sat upright. "What do you mean, Spock?" 

“Consider the appearance of Dr. McCoy, Nurse Chapel, and Yeoman Rand on the bridge. While noth=- 
Ing In their presence here was precisely out of line, certain things they did were not exactly In 
charactere For Instance, Dr. McCoy would not normally diagnose someone as consuming caffelne In 
excessive quantities. Yeoman Rand, while she {fs a resourceful woman, would not boast about the 
quality of the coffee." 

"And Nurse Chapel wouldn't polnt out the fact that you have dandruff," the Captain supplied. 


Spock straightened. "Yes...that Is correct. I! belleve they were already Infected when they came 
to the bridge." 


"And | sent them to Engineering first!" Kirk exclaimed. “Have | condemned us al! to die?" 

"You did what you thought was right," Spock said comfortingly. "That Is all any of us can do." 
"What made you think they were Infected?" 

"{ noticed they were rubbing their hands," the Vulcan told him, “much as you are dotng now." 
Kirk's back stiffened. "Then | have It, too." 


"You have been acting strangely, Captain. 1! have never heard you defend Starfieet to anyone the 
way you did to Ambassador Goodman." 


The Captain offered a slight smile as he continued to rub his hands. "It feels Ifke aeeea soap 
film," he saide “How do you think | became Infected?" 


"As you may recall, when we were In orbIt around Psi-2000, the Infection that struck us then was 
transmitted by the intermingling of perspiration during soctal contact." 


"So you're saying we should all have used our antIiperspirant this morning," Kirk sald. “Aren't 
you glad you use Dial, Mr. Spock? Don't you wish everybody did?" . 


“Captain, I believe your Infection Is worsening. Do you feel any sudden urges, anything out of 
the ordinary?" 
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"Yes." Kirk massaged his templese "Mr. Spock, do you have something for a headache?" 


Spock sald nothing, but Sanchez, the navigator, answered hime "Do | have something for a head= 
ache?" He held up hfs right hand, fndex and middle fingers forming a "V" as he hummed the first 
four notes of Beethoven's Fifth Symphony. 


"No, Mr. Sanchez," the First Offfcer corrected him. “The Vulcan hand salute Is made by sepa- 
rating the second and third fingers of the hand, and it Is not accompanied by music." 


"Don't you see, Spock?" Kirk exclaimed. "He's got it, too! We've all got It, or we're going to 
get It -- even you." 


"| am, as yet, untnfected, however. Whether | or anyone else becomes intected remains to be 
seen." 


Just then, the starffeld disappeared from the viewscreen. “Oh, no, not Goodman again," Kirk 
moaned. "Just what we need at a time IIke this!" 


But it wasn't the ambassador -- although Kirk soon wished It wase The Image that appeared was of 
a man weartng an orange lamé shirt with flowing sleeves, black trousers, a three-cornered hat, 
and a crystal pendant earring [tn his left ear. The Captain burfed his face In his handse "Oh, 
no! Not him! Of af! people, not him!" 


"Captain, that appears to be Harcourt Fenton Mudd," Spock advised as Kirk groaned. 


Then the figure turned to face the screen directly, and the men on the bridge saw the clean- 
shaven face clearly. "Riley!" Kirk gasped. "What's he doing In that get-up?" 


"This ts Kevin Thomas Riley, salesman extraordinaire," the outlandish figure began, “bringing you 
the ENTERPRISE Shopping Network!" Suddenly, the space around Riley was filled with flashing 
lights and an tncredible assortment of merchandise. "That's right, no more waiting for shore 
leave to do your shoppinge The ENTERPRISE Shopping Network lets you order the things you want 
from the comfort of your own quarters, and delivers It to you by turbollift." 


Riley strolled over to a chair that looked IIke a cross between Kirk's command seat and the 
recliner fn which Commander Stlverman had been found. A fetching crewwoman sat In ft, her legs 
crossed. “Here's just the thing for you explorers of strange new worlds," Riley said, pointing 
to the chalr as the yeoman model demonstrated Its features. "How'd you Iike to seek out new life 
and new civilisations In this baby? Fully adjustable, massage... And, hey, the chalr ain't bad, 
either!" 


The erstwhile navigator then held up what looked like a pair of earmuffs, only with the pads In 
the shape of Spock's polfnted ears. "Or what about these? Just the thing to give to the Vulcan 
you love before he beams down to that Ice world. AI! these, and more, are now available -- and 
I'm not just singing ‘'Kathleen'! Call fn now." A serltes of subtitles flashed across the lower 
portion of the screen. “We take all major credit cards, and we deliver to any world approved by 
the Prime Directive. Operators are standing by, so call now!" 


"Captain," Lieutenant Uhura said, "I'm befng flooded with orders for smokeless ashtrays and some- 
thing called a 'Pocket Fisherman'." 


"Block out all communications from every area of the ship except Sickbay and Engineering," Kirk 
orderede "And see If you can get that..-program off the viewscreen before...before | decide to 
buy something!" 


"Right away, sir," Uhura responded with a sigh of relflef as she pressed a series of buttons on 
her panel. Riley's tmage remained on the screen; however, there was no longer any sound to go 
with It. 


"Captain, |} believe we now see the reason why our engine power was diverted to the ship's fabri- 
cation untt," Spock advised. "None of those Items were [n the ship's stores when we departed 
from Starbase Eight; therefore, they must have been manufactured on board. And because Riley Is 
selling them, he must have been responsible for diverting our engine power." 


Kirk's eyes widened. "Spock, are you sayIngeee?" 
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"..ethat this Is a result of the Infection?" the First Officer finished for him. "Yes, | belleve 
It Is, and It Its logical." 


"Logical? How?" 

"Captain, a commercial ts an Inducement to buy a product. The commercials we have been repro- 
ducing come from an era specifically geared to materialistic behaviour, to a consuming desire to 
acquire things -- to buy products. If you create a desire for a certain product, you must at 
some time also create that product to satisfy the demand." 

"Then, the deaths on Sarnoff IV were the result of not having that product?" 

"i belleve that Is correct, Captain. The crew of the observation station rigged thelr manufac~ 
turing equipment to produce the furniture we saw, and possibly a few other Items. However, thelr 
desires far outstripped their ability to create the objects of those desires, and In thelr frus- 
tration, they killed each other. The reason we have not seen any deaths aboard the ENTERPRISE Is 
that our manufacturing capabilities are far greater." 


"Competition for resources. Of course!" Kirk salde “Would that also explain the signs of stress 
Dr. McCoy noted In the bodies?" 


"!) belleve soe The constant and often fruitless striving for material goods Is a ma jor source of 
stress. The more things one acquires, the more things one must acquiress. A pursult of shadows, 
we would call It on Vulcan." 


"Spoken Iike a true ascetic, Mr. Spock," Kirk said with a smile. "Wars have been fought, entire 
clviiisations wiped out because of some race's quest for matertal goods." 


"Indeede The result of exhausting one's own resources, and looking for new resources elsewhere." 
Just then, Kirk's Intercom buzzed. "Engineering to Captain Kirk." Scotty sounded frantic. 
"Go ahead, Scotty." 


"Captain, the engine output Is dropping rapidly. { dinna know if I can stop It before It's too 
late!" 


"Any luck cutting off that tap on the engines?" 
"None at all, sir, but I"I!l keep tryin’. Scott out." 
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Turning from the Intercom, Mr. Scott resumed work on the power siphon Riley had connected to the 
ship's engines. He muttered a Scottish curse as his tools slipped from his hands. “This blasted 
soap film feelin’ on me hands! It'll be a wonder 1f | can hold onto anythin' at this rate!" 

A young Iteutenant leaned over him. "Can | help you, sir?" he asked [nnocently. 

"No, you can just stand there and breathe down my neck ITke a bloody sheepdog!" the engineer 
snapped. Then, relenting, he added, "Well, tf you want to be useful, laddie, bring me a wee bit 
to drink, then have a hand at this yourself." 

"A drink, str?" the Ifeutenant asked. “Isn't this a bad time for a drink?" 


"Why, | canna think of a better time," Scotty answered. "If !'m about to meet my Maker, | want 
to see Him with a blg smile on my face." 


Obligingly, the Ifeutenant handed him a metallic stlver cane Scott studied It for a moment, felt 
+he coldness of Its contents, and sald, “Lieutenant, Is this all you have?" 


"Yes, sir." 
The Scotsman exploded. "I*ye been workiIn' my fingers to the bone, slavin’ over these warp 


engines -- and all you have Is ltght beer! Have you ever tasted light beer, laddie? It's soda 
pop! When | want a drink, | want a man's drink!" 
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"Try It, sir." 


Glowering, the engineer popped the tab and took a hefty sample. "Smooth, refreshin'... What did 
you say your name was, laddie?" 


"Cohrs, sire" 


“Ah, Cohrs, me lad," Scotty sald, putting an arm around the young Ileutenent, "what do you say we 
get back to work on these engines?" 


"Aye, aye, sir!" 


* HHH 


Captain's Log, supplemental. Do you want to quit smoking, lose weight, give up 
your bad habits? The Tristan Adams Rehabilitation Centre on Tantalus V can help. 
Our neural potentlator will take away those bad habits, and replace them with 
healthy good ones. It's all as simple as modifying your thoughts. Change your 
thoughts, change your behaviour <= and you won't even know It's happening! The 
Tristan Adams Rehabilitation Centre, where we can make & new man out of you! 
We have now determined the cause of the diversion of ship's power, and have 
achieved an understanding of the affliction that has come upon use However, we 
ere In a race against time. We must develop and Implement solutions to both 
problems before we crash Into Sarnoff IV. 
| am sending Mr. Spock to expedite those solutions... 
"Captain," Uhura announced, "I've pinpointed the location of Mr. Riley's broadcast. He's on Deck 
Seven, near the galley. You can..." 
"Me. Spock knows the fayout, Lieutenant," Kirk replied. "Thank you -=- and good work." 
"You're welcome, sir.® 


"Captain, are you sure {! should leave the bridge?" Spock asked. "if you should become Incapacl- 
tated..." 


"i'm already incapacitated, Mr. Spock. My ship Is Incapacitated. If Mr. Scott breaks the tap on 
the engines before Dre McCoy comes up with a cure, | want you to head to the auxiliary bridge and 
assume control from there." 

"Understood, Captain," the Vulcan sald. "We are pursuing the only logical course open to us." 


“Or a desperate one," Kirk muttered. 


As Spock entered the turbolift, he heard Mr. Sanchez sing a rousing chorus of, “Alwyicyi-yli! Oh, 
t am the Frito Bandito..." while two burly crewmen hauled him from his post. 


The scene confronting him on Deck Seven was no better. As he stepped from the turbollft, he saw 
Yeoman Rand betng pursued by Lleutenant Stiles, who backed her Into a corner and tore at her uni- 
form, telitng her, “E*Itl give you fifty doilars for that dress." 


When she saw the First Officer, Rand called, "Mr. Spock! I'm trying to get to the bridge, and he 
won't leave me alone!” 


"Crewman, stand aside!" the Vulcan called sharply. 


"Why should 1, Mr. Spock?" Stiles demanded, turning to face him. "| suppose you want her 
yourself." ’ 


"Mr. Stiles, you are out of /ine." 


"Oh, yeah? Well, I'm tired of looking at your polnty~eared face!" 
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"Mr. Stiles, | thought we had already resolved the matter of your prejudices." 


"Yeah? Well, guess again, you Romulan spy!" Angrily, Stiles clapped an old-fashioned miniature 
storage cell onto his left shoulder. "Knock this battery off my shoulder! Come on, | dare you!" 


"! wlll not tndulge your sudden urge for confrontation, Mr. Stiles," Spock replied firmly. “How= 
ever, be aware that If | wished to do so, | could knock your head off your shoulders as easily as 
that battery." 


Despite the warning, Stiles thrust one hand at the Vulcan, who selzed Itt and added to Its veloc~ 
ity, throwing the crewman off balance and Into the wall. As he crumpled to the floor, Stiles 

Meee up at the First Officer and wheezed, "Mr. Spock.eeeyou look like...you could use SoMmeee. 
ator ade. oe 


"Why would | want a product that helps alligators?" Spock Inquired, then turned his attention to 
Yeoman Rand. “Are you all right, Yeoman?" he asked. 


ihren i'm fine, Mr. Spock," she sald, stralghtentng her skirt and patting down her disheveled 
alr. 


"Yeoman, | have just noticed your hair Is not braided In the pattern | am accustomed to seeing," 
the Vulcan observed. 


"That's not Stiles’ fault, sir," she explained. "I just washed my hair, and | can't do a thing 
with It." 


Spock left them and went on down the corridor, where he encountered a mantacally hysterical crew- 
man wielding a patnt brush. As he regarded the man with a ralsed eyebrow, the brush-wielder 
taughed even harder and shambled off. Turning to the wall, the Vulcan saw painted on It, “WHEN 
YOUR WHISKERS GROW" -- followed several wall panels down by "DON'T RANT AND RAVE," then "HERE’S 
WHAT YOU NEED..." At the end of the corridor, he found the final phrase -- "BURMA-SHAVE." 


A crewwoman tap-danced toward him. All he could see of her were her legs; her upper body was 
covered by a huge cardboard box bearing the word "Chesterfield." Her legs weren't bad, ana- 
tomically speaking; the Captain might enjoy seelng them -~ and the rest of hefece 


At length, Spock reached the galley, intending to cut through It to get at Riley. A security man 
approached him. "Mr. Spock, there's a disturbance In Corridor Six." 


“Why tell me?" the Vulcan askede "That corridor Is the responsibility of Lieutenant Jacko. | 
belleve he ts capable of..." 


"That's just It, sir," the man Interrupted. “It Is Lieutenant Jacko." 


A burfy man with a blond butch haircut rounded the corner. He wore a tank shirt and trousers, and 
carried over his head a glant version of the battery Lieutenant Stiles had dared Spock to knock 
off his shoulder. The man was screaming, "Sald I'd surprise ya! The new Energizer!" 


The First Officer reacted Instinctively, dispatching the battery-carrying Lieutenant Jacko with a 
Vulcan nerve pinche "Oy-y-y!" Jacko grunted as he sank Into unconsclousnesse 


Spock entered the galley -~- where the situation was even worse. 


A crewman removed his ftunch tray from the synthesIzer, opened the tid, looked at his lunch, and 
exclaimed, “Where's the beet?" 


In a remote corner, Angela Martine and Lieutenant DeSalle gazed longingly at each other while 
striking two small cylinders of some kind together and repeating over and over, "It's two! It's 
two! it's two mints In one!" 


Christine Chape! sat at a nearby table with Helen Noel and Yeoman Barrows, comparing notes on 
working with Dr. McCoy. "I tell you," Dr. Noel sald, "1 don't mind working with Leonard. The 
bad part Is having to clean the specimen slides afterward. My fingers are so rough and red from 
washing them, | think I'm gotng to take up dilithium mining on Rigel Xii." 
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“Helen, what you need Is Palmolive Dishwashing Liquid," Nurse Chape! sald, sliding a small glass 
bow! filled with green I!tquid toward her. 


“Palmolive Dishwashing Liquid?" Noe! echoed, dipping her fingers Into the bowl. "Is It mlid?" 
“Oh, more than just mild. You're soaking In It!" 


"Dishwashing liquid?" Shocked, the doctor pulled her hand from the bowl, then rubbed her 
tingers. "Say, this ts mild!" 


“Of course. it's Palmolive..." 


When she saw him, Chapel left the table and went to Mr. Spock; she stopped close enough to touch 
hime “Mr. Spock," she sald. 


"Yes, Nurse?" 
“Oh, Mre Spockeee," she repeated, putting her arms around him. 


He selzed her arms and pushed them aside. “Il fail to see why you find yourself hopelessly at- 
tracted to someone who does not show the slightest emotion toward you." 


“leoel can't explain It, Mr. Spock," she sald. "There's Just something about an Aqua-Velva man." 
“Nurse, | am not an Aqua-Velva man. { am a Vulcan." 


She was undismayed, again sliding her arms around him, her hands up to hls neck. Then, suddenly, 
she recoiled In horror. "Mr. Spock!" she gasped. "You haveeeering around the collar!" 


Everyone In the vicinity joined In, chorustng, "Ring around the collar! Ring around the collar!" 


“Your statement Is Iilogical," the Vulcan responded with surprising harshness. "f will not 
tolerate such actions on your part. Consider yourselves on report as of thls moment." 


Toward the centre of the farge room, Lieutenants Boma and Glotto sat down at a table and un- 
covered thelr trays, each revealing a steaming bowl of soup» "You know, Glotto," Boma sald, 
“this elrolacolik soup Is the best-tasting soup !'ve ever eaten." 


"| Know,” the other man replied. “And the ship's dietician says It has fewer calorfes than the 
most popular soup on the ship." 


“Well, that ‘fewer calorfes' may be fine for you health freaks," Boma sald, "but the reason | 
like it ts It tastes great." 


"And | like It," Glotto retorted, "because [t's less filling." 
"Tastes great!" Boma shouted. 

"Less filling!" Glotto shouted back. 

"Tastes great!" half the galley yelled. 

“Less filling!" the other half yelled back. 


"This behaviour Is highly [fllogical!" Spock shouted, his voice lost In the din. “Everyone will 
come to order at once!" 


The crowd Ignored him, contIinulng to argue over the merits of the soup. 


At that moment, three security men rushed fn, and their leader shouted, "That's enough! | want 
It quiet, and I want It qulet now!" 


The entire room fell silent. Everyone froze In place; the room appeared filled with human manne- 
quins. The security officer went to Spock's side. "Are you all right, sir?" 


“(| am undamaged," the Vulcan repifed. “Lieutenant, your timely Intervention may have saved 
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Itvese" He regarded the man quizzically. "Il have not seen you listed In our personnel records. 
May | ask your name?" 


"Elroy Francls Hutton, sir," the man answered. 
"You have an exceptional abl lity for crowd control, Mr. Hutton," Spock noted. 


"well, sir," the Lleutenant said, "when E.F. Hutton talks, people listen." 


eee 


"i'm not getting your calls, people!" Riley protested. "The ENTERPRISE Shopping Network has lots 
of great bargains, but you can't get them If you don't call in! 


"Just take a look at this baby," he said, pointing to a downward-aimed Mark | phaser attached to 
a small four-legged stand; an onion lay below It. “It's a Phase-O-Matic. It chops, It slices, 
It dices -- and It can stun a Klingon Into unconsclousness at two hundred yards. Ite” 


The doors behind hIm whooshed open, and he whirled about -- to see Mr. Spock enter, leading a 
security team armed wITh drawn phasers. Then he turned back to the cameras and sald, "Nothing to 
worry about, folks! We also offer a stop-in service for the discriminating buyer." 


"Me. Riley, you will report to Sickbay Immediately," the Vulcan ordered. "And you will remove 
that outlandish costume at once." 


"Aw, Mr. Spock," Riley whined, removing his hat and earring as the security team led him away, 
"you never let me have any funee.™ 


The First Officer surveyed the room. In the midst of the recliner chairs, sofas, and assorted 
appitances was a palnting on black velvet -- a painting of himself, tn a sequined jumpsuit. The 
signature In the lower left corner read, "Marla McGivers." He glanced at It briefly, shook his 
head, and turned to the Intercom. "Spock to Bridge." 

"Kirk here." 

"Captain, | have apprehended Mr. Riley and closed down the ENTERPRISE Shopping Network." 


"Good work, Spock.e Scotty just reported he was about to cut off the tap from the engines to the 
fabrication unit. Get to the auxilfary bridge -- on the double. The engines should kick In 
AaNYeee" 


The ENTERPRISE jolted as the warp engines came to life, throwing everyone standing to the floor 
-= Including Spock, who quickly staggered to his feet and sprinted Into the corridor. Charging 
down the hallway, he dodged the bodies sprawled In his path, once hurditng several that lay In a 
heap, as he raced for the turbol!ft doors. 


On the matin bridge, the crew was tossed from side to side as the ship careened wildly under the 
sudden acceleration to high warp speeds. Kirk was thrown from his chatr, and clung to It like a 
plece of flotsam. 


Uhura reeled from her communications panel, and found herself clinging to Kirk for dear IIfe. 
"Captain, I'm frightened." 


"_ teutenant," he replied, "you have a talent for understatement..." 


Then Mr. Scott's voice came over the Intercom. "Captain! We're exceedin' Warp Ten! We canna 
maintain that speed for any length of time! We'll blow apart!" 


"Reverse engines!" Kirk snapped. 
"! canna do It, sir! The power surge when | cut the tap has fused my control panel!" 


The rising whIne of the ENTERPRISE's warp engines grew louder and louder -- then suddenly died 
awaye 


"Captain," the helmsman reported, “we're slowing down. Warp Factor Nine... Warp Elghte.. Warp 
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"Auxiliary to matn Bridge." 


"You did tt, Spock!" Kirk yelled Into his Intercom as he disentangled himself from Lieutenant 
Uhura and climbed back Into his chair. 


"Of course, Captain," the Vulcan answered matter-of-factly. "However, we have been thrown com= 
pletely out of the Sarnoff system. It will take some time to plot a course back to Sarnoff VII." 


"Then do It, Mre Spock, do It. Kirk out." 

"Sickbay to Bridge," McCoy's voice came through the Intercom. 

Kirk punched the "on" button. "Go ahead, Bones." 

"Jim, | think we've got a cure for the virus!" 

"That's the best news I've heard all day," the Captain answered. "I'il be right down." Exult- 


antly, he leapt from his chair and rushed to the turbolift, then paused suddenlye "My shipee. | 
think I* il keep here.” 


%* & HEE 


Kirk was met In SIickbay by Spock, McCoy, and two other doctors, Introduced to him as Holder and- 


Smukkerz. “How did you do It, Bones?" the Captain asked. 


“Well, It seems the Infection fs similar to what we picked up on PsI-2000," the ship's surgeon 
began. "It's certainly transmitted exactly the same way -- skin-to~skin contact -~- and If goes 
right to the bloodstream, where It acts IIke alcohol. The only difference Is that, instead of 
making us become totally unfnhibited, It stimulates the urge to buy, buy, buy." 


"An excellent job of reasontIng, Doctor," Spock said.e "I had come to the same conclusions myself, 
and would have relayed them to you, had | had the time. 1! sometimes think you might have made a 
good Vulcan." 


“Well, I'l! be damned If |! ever have any of that green stuff you call blood flowing through my 
velns, Spock!" McCoy growled. : 


"Gentlemen, please!" Kirk Interrupted before a major argument could get under way. “Bones, If 
this Is the same type of virus that Infected us on Ps!-2000, can we cure It the same way?" 


"i'm afraid not, Jim. While this one acts the same, It appears to have been altered somehow -- 
almost as tf It were deliberately engineered to produce matertalistic desires In its victims. 
it's also far more powerful than the virus on Psi-2000 -= and much longer-lasting. The antidote 
we developed then Isn't strong enough to cope with this." 

~ "So how do we cure the crew?" 

"I"ve developed a two-step process. First, as a temporary measure, I've created a form of the 
ortginal antidote that can be released as a gas through the ventilation system. It won't cure 
anyone, but It will block the symptoms long enough to distribute the cure Itself." 

"And what's that?" the Captain asked. 

"This," McCoy replied, sweeping his arm over a tray covered with small capsules, each one filled 
with a number of tiny pellets. "The Infection persists In the body for several hours, and has to 
be combatted continuouslye Administering the cure by hypo won't do the Job, but these capsules 
will." 

"How?" 

"Time release, Jims Each capsule contains six hundred tiny time pillseo.™ 


"incorrect, Doctor," Spock Interrupted. "I compute an average of six hundred forty-seven point 
two pills per capsule." ; 
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"Damn it, -Spock, don't you have anything better to do than count the number of little pills ina 
capsule?" McCoy snarled. 


"No, Doctor. 1! could, however, listen to one of your Interminable medical lectures." 


"Anyway," McCoy continued, "the pills dissolve In the stomach and are released into the blood- 
stream to counteract the Infection." 


"Any side effects?" 


"We've taken care of that angle, Captain," Smukkerz told him. “Each pill has a gelatin coating, 
and Is buffered for gentleness, so It won't upset your stomach." 


"And if | can't take It In capsule form?" 


"Then we have this," McCoy answered, handing the Captain a glass of water. Before Kirk had time 
to ask, he dropped two tablets Into the water; they bubbled and flzzed vigorously. "Try It; 
you'll like [tt.® 


Hesitantly, Kirk tipped back the glass and drank the mixturee As he did, Holder and Smukkerz 
sang, "Plop, plop, fizz, f!zz, oh, what arelflef it ise." 


"This Isn't bad," Kirk said, holding out the empty glass. "It really works?" 
"It's fast, fast relief," Smukkerz told him. 
"A fresh, clean taste," Holder added, spreading his handse "No after-taste." 


Spock looked thoughtfully at Dr. Smukkerz. “Smukkerz," he mused, rubbing hIs chine "I recall 
that name from a journal! ! once read. 1! belleve your grandfather was the developer of the hyper- 
sonic ear treatment." 


"He sure was," McCoy said, clapping Smukkerz on the backe "And his grandson here was Instru- 
mental in developing the cure for the Sarnoff virus." 


"Then you have done an excellent job of followIng In your ancestor's footsteps," the Vulcan said. 
"It Is not always a smooth path." 


"That's true, sir," Smukkerz acknowledged. "All through medical school, my teachers expected so 
much of me because of my family name. After all, with a name Itke Smukkerz, you have to be 
good." 


"Well," Kirk said, eyeing his staff, "It's time we got this medicine distributed to the rest of 
the ship." *And not a moment too soon...* 
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Captain's Log, Stardate 2795.6. We have discovered a cure for the virus that has 
Infected the ship, and are now free of It. All future log entries will, to the 
best of my ability, adhere to Starfleet regulations. We are now In orbit around 
Sarnoff VII, and are preparing to meet with Ambassador Goodman. 


The briefing room was filled to capacity; Kirk, Spock, McCoy, Chapel, Sulu, Riley, and Victor 
were all In attendance. Nielsen sat at the viewscreen console. 
"You sald you had something to show us, Mr. Nielsen?" Kirk asked the sociologist. 


"Yes, sire I've just finished decoding the transmissions we've been monitoring from Sarnoff IV. 
| think you'll find this Interesting." 


The room darkened, and the screen displayed the Image of a native Sarnoffian -- Identical in 
appearance to a human except for his pea-green hair. He was dressed In an outfit resembling a 
Twentieth Century Earth busIness sult -- except that Its fabric was In a pattern no Earth busi- 
nessman of that era would have worn. 
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"Greetings, friends and neighbours," the allen's translated votce flltered through the room's 
speakerse “Are you looking for a great buy on a used transport? Come to Fentar's Used Space- 
craft, and we'll offer you the deal of the zentak!" 


“Interesting,” Spock observed. “This appears to be a commercial." 
"It Is, Mre Spock," Nielsen replied. “They all are -- every one of them." 


"Then It would appear," the Vulcan stated, “that the virus we became infected with has been on 
the planet's surface for some time." 


"Right, sir," the soclologist answered. "And, based on what Dr. McCoy's told me about the virus, 
| think the Sarnoffians tallored tt to produce materialistic tendencles In themselves and In any- 
one else they came In contact with." 


"Fascinating," Spock sald. "An entire civilisation comes to prominence as a trading empire 
through the use of an unusual form of subliminal message -- an Infection that leaves Its victims 


with the compulsion to acquire more and more possesslonse The clvilfsation prospers because its 
customers have no choice but to buy. 


"Then the raw materials eventually run out -- but the compulsion remains. The result, as we saw 
et the observation station, Is the ultimate destruction of that civilisation." 


"You know, Spock," McCoy told him, “you have the makings of a pretty fair sociologist." 

"Please, Doctor, do not Insult me any more than Is your usual wont." The Vulcan paused a moment, 
then added, "It would, however, relteve me to think that the defects of your character are due to 
viral tnfections rather than to your tnnate psychology." 


"But If the remnant of the Sarnoff IV civilisation moved to Sarnoff VII," Victor asked, 
“shouldn't the virus have moved with them?" 


Before anyone could answer, a bosun's whistle sounded, and Lieutenant Uhura called, "Bridge to 
Captain Kirke® 


"Kirk here.® 
"Message from Ambassador Goodman, sir." 
The Captain sighed deeply. "Pipe It down here," he said reluctantly. 


The ambassador's fardish Image appeared on the screen. "Kirk, what took you so long? You're 
long overdue.” 


“We had engine trouble." 


"That's no excuse," the ambassador snapped. “When Herbert N. Goodman says move, you move! Star- 
fleet wlll hear about this, Kirk!" 


“Mr. Ambassador," the Captain began, then paused, his patience gone. "You can take your threat 
and put It where the sun doesn't shine! We nearly lost our IIves and our ship trying to answer 
your ‘request’ for our presence, and you can bet the Federation Council! will hear about that. 
i've had It up to here..." He held his right hand out at neck level. “...with your threats and 
demands, Mr. Ambassador. Now, just what Is so Important that you dragged us al! the way here?" 


Goodman sald nothing at first, busily stralghtening his clothes and wiping perspiration from his 
brow. "Well, lecelecelese” he stammered, then suddenly sang, "I'd Ifke to teach the world to 
sing In pertect harmony. I'd like to buy the world a Coke, and keep it company..." 


"We understand your situation, Mr. Ambassador," Kirk sald knowingly. "We can manufacture what 
you require." He turned to Riley. “Can't we, Mr. Riley?" : 


"Yes, sir," the man replied, blushing. 


"We'll beam down to your location In one hour. Kirk out." He snapped off the Intercom and view- 
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succumb to the effects of the virus the way the rest of us did. 


But | still want to know how you could resist the temptation to become 


as long as | 


Captain. 


"s your answer, 
then turned to look squarely at the Captain. 


they all felt the same. 
Kirk said, 


| hadn't asked the question, 


there 


° 
3 


the Vulcan replied, 


"Well, 


Vulcan physiology and temperament. 
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"Once Upon an ENTERPRISE" 
(By Mary Robertson) 


*it's going to be one of those days,* Jean-Luc Picard thought tiredly as he stared Into the maze 
of circultry before him. *Starsh!Ip captains do not repair their own vessels; they have engIneers 
and scientists to take care of things IIke thise..* As Captain of the ENTERPRISE, he had a 
hundred Items more Important than a malfunctioning holodeck program thet required his Immediate 
Aa trite "And Just what the devil does she expect me to do about this anyway?" he muttered In 
rr itaTione : 


"She, Captain?" 

Picard jumped. He'd forgotten about Data.s The almost human androld hovered at his right elbow, 
a concerned frown creasing his pleasant face. "Guinan, Mr. Data. She Insists | give this my 
personal attention." | 

"| see." Data nodded slowly. The Captain and the enltgmatic proprietress of Ten Forward were 
good friends, and she seldom asked favours of him or his crew. But when she did, it had always 
proven In thelr best interest to comply. She undoubtedly had a very good reason for this sIingu- 
lar request. “Might | ask why, sir?" 


"You might ask, but she wouldn't say, not to mee She wouldn't even tell me what's wrong with the 
blasted thing." 


"Perhaps | can help with that, sir. The teachers have been complaining about an overlap between 
thelr children's literature and history programs. It seems the children have garnered some un- 
usual Impressions of our recent past." 

"Unusual In what way?" 


"It's difficult to explain," Data answered serlously. "! belleve the phrase ‘seelng Is belfev- 
tng' would be apt tn this particular case, sir." 


"You want me to run the program?" 

"it Is difficult to repair a fault without Intimate knowledge of the problem." 

Tired, annoyed, end Impattent, Picard stared at his sclence officer long moments before replacing 
the access panel. He sighed silently. *! don't have time for thisee.* It could take hours -- 
hours he could better spend untangling the web of bureaucratic red tape that ensnared him at 
every turn. *if It were anyone but GuInan...* "Very well, Mr. Datae Initiate the program." 
"What era, sir? The history program Is unusually large, and..." 

"What was last used?" 

"Ship's history, sire The orlginal ENTERPRISE." 

"That will do" 


Data keyed In thelr choice, and the large doors slid open. But Instead of the bridge or trans- 
porter room, or even a ship's corridor, they found themselves peering into a forest. 


"The ENTERPRISE?" Picard asked with a grimace. 

"Yes, Captain." 

“| begin to see the problem. Shall we?" 

Certainly, the orlginal ENTERPRISE had never been anything like this. There was no subliminal 


awareness of the mighty ship's engInes to disturb the pastoral tranquTllity, no technological In- 
trustons Into the serenity. Birds twittered; a gentile breeze rustled through spring green leaves 


# 89 * 


on massive oak trees; somewhere In the distance, a stream splashed and sang over well-worn stone- 


Picard took a deep breath, smiling In spite of himself as an errant sunbeam startied one of the 
feathered singers Into flight. A bricked path the colour of ripe lemons led off Into the dis~ 
tance. He arched an eyebrow at that, and turned to his companion In silent question. 


"| belleve we should walk, sir," Data responded. 
"Follow the yellow brick road?" The Captain snorted. “In which direction?" 


"That depends a good deal on where you want to get to," a third voice replied -- Instantly set- 
ting the two Starfleet officers to scanning for Its owner. 


Data saw It first. Perched on a tree branch just above thelr heads was a large cat. It wore a 
Startleet officer's unlform -- and an ear-to-ear grine The tip of Its tal! twitched slightly as 
tt watched them. "I! don't belleve I've had the pleasure," It sald. "May I have your names, 
please?" 


“Captain Picard and Lieutenant Commander Data," Picard snapped, annoyed by the necessity of hav~- 
Ing to Identify himself to a computer program. 


“Ah, Captaine We've been expecting youe" The grin broadened, If that were possible. "My name 
ts Sulue" The tall snaked up, and pointed toward the darkest part of the forest. "You might 
want to try that direction. Then again, you might not. Now, If you'll excuse me, I'm on duty." 


So saying, the cat slowly vanished, begInning with Its tall, until the only sign of Its continued 
presence was a wide, toothy grin. "By the way, welcome aboard," the grin said before It, too, 
faded from view. 


"Uh, thank you," Picard called hesitantly after It. "! think." 


Catching hIs Jjuntor officer staring, he harrumphed, and gestured Into the woods. “Well, Mr. 
Data, shall we proceed with our Investigation?" 


"Of course, Captain." 


The sIghts were Interesting, to say the least. The two men found a trio of security pigs holding 
off a Kitngon wolf from behind a brick barricade; a curvaceous blonde rabbIt In a yeoman's uni- 
form scampered by, muttering, "I'm late! I'm late! He'll have my head for sure..."; and a red 
caped girl offered them sandwiches from a wicker basket, along with a warning to watch out for 
lurking Romulans, flends villainous enough to murder thelr own grandmothers -- not to mention 
someone else's. 


"Captain," Data announced after what seemed IIke an eternity of walking, “there appears to be 
some activity ahead." 


And tndeed there wase A number of belngs were gathered alongside a stone wall, foremost among 
them a grey donkey with a poorly-secured tall, sporting a Starfleet medical insignia on one ear. 


The two officers approached cautfously, but no one pald them the least attention; the mixed 
assortment of beings seemed primarily concerned with the construction of what looked to be a 
three-dimenstonal jigsaw puzzle. Mafled knights took turns retrieving Individual puzzle pieces, 
valfantly holding them tn position until a kangaroo could apply an adhesive. The donkey appeared 
to be In charge; he was directing operations, all the while muttering under his breath. 
"Good morning," Picard sald In greeting as they pulled abreast of the preoccupled party. 


“If It Is a good morning -- which | doubt," the donkey retorted, sparing the visitors the brief- 
est glance. "Who are you?" 


"Captain Jean-Luc Picard. And you, sir?" 
"McCoy. ™ 


"The ship's medical officer," Data supplied. 
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“Is that so?" McCoy asked sarcastically. "I'd wondered." 
"| wonder If you could tell us..." 


"No, no, Chapel!" the donkey Interrupted Picard's question to remonstrate the kangaroo. "Rotate 
it. See how the edges match up? That's better." 


“What's golng on?" 


"Transporter accident. | keep telling them that thing'II scramble all our molecules one of these 
days, but do they listen to me? Good enough," McCoy added, turning back to his knights =~ whose 
helms, Picard now noticed, were decorated with Starfleet medical Insignia. "Bring Enstgn Dumpty 
up to sick bay. I'll finish things there." 


The donkey's gaze fell once more on Picard. "Nice of you to stop. Stop again some time," he 
sald somberly before trudging off, muttering, "I'm a doctor, not a magictan," as he went. Behind 
him paraded the kangaroo, the knights, and several horses bearing an over-large and much~mended 


egge 


Standing In the middle of the path, a bemused Picard and Data watched as the rescue party disap~- 
peared Into the distance. "Somehow, | never envisioned him as a donkey," the Captain murmured. 


"You were thinking more along the Itnes of a mule?" The Sulu Cat sat on the recently abandoned 
brick wall. “Or perhaps an old goat? ! wouldn't stand there If | were youe" 


") beg your pardon?" Picard began to retort. But the comment -- and the cet -- disappeared In a 
cloud of dust, and the two Starfleet officers were almost bowled over by a mechan!cal...some= 
thing. ——— 


The object whIzzed by, horn blaring, and crashed Into a nearby tree, flinging Its two occupants 
high Into the air. They both landed In a heap some distance away. 


"Keptin," the one on the bottom was protesting In a decidedly Russfan accent as Picard and Data 
hurried over, "Mre Scott vill be wery unhappye He told you It vas not ready." The speaker 
shoved a toad dressed tn a long duster and goggles onto the ground and stood, revealing himself 
to be a large owl. Shaking out his feathers, he waddied over to Inspect the damages. 


"Ils everyone all right?" Data asked as he and Picard reached the victims. “Would you like us to 
summon a doctor?" 


"Or a mechanic?" Picard added with a sidelong glance at the crumpled vehicle. 


"No, no," the owl replied. "Ve vill be fine. Keptin Kirk did not make sure the car had brakes 
before taking It for a test drive." He almed a glare at his commanding officer and rubbed a wing 
over a particularly brufsed portion of his anatomy. "Uncle ViadIimir told me alvays to make sure 
car has brakes “- or vas It Uncle Boris? Car was Inwented In Russia, you know. First car vas 
designed In elghteen hundreds by great, great, great, great, great grandfather Chekoveee" He 
fell silent as he counted generations. 


Kirk sat mournfully, staring at the wrecked automobl le. A tear rolled down one cheeke “Poop- 
poop," he mumbled In a hushed and solemn voice. 


"Are you certain he fsn't hurt?" Picard asked the owl. This certainly did not seem IIke normal 
behaviour for a starship captain. 


However, he had no time to find out whether it was or not. Out of nowhere, a large force of 
security officers appeared -- red-shirted playing cards, who selzed the hapless toad and owl and, 
deciding the visitors might be guilty by assoclation, Picard and Data as well. 


Jean-Luc Picard felt a certain amount of trepidation at their unexpected Incarceration. It had 
been a long time -- but he seemed to remember the playing card army from a tale Involving a par- 
ticularly blood=-thirsty woman with a taste for beheadings. And he definitely did not fancy 
losing his head over a malfuncttoning holodeck program. "Computer," he called. 


There was no answer. 
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"! belleve we will have to reach an exit potnt before the computer will respond," Data offered 
softly as they were hurried along. 


"Did you know about thls before we Initlated the program?" the Captain asked, disgruntled at be- 
Ing thwarted by a computer aboard his own ship. 


The androld looked sheepish. "The teachers did mention something of the sort." 
"A program fault.” 

"Yes, sire" 

"You might have mentioned It earlier." 

"Yes, sire" 


There was a clearing up ahead; thelr guards hustled them through a leafy arch and onto the open 
ground, then took up positions around the perimeter. 


it was the bridge, Picard realtzed as he surveyed his new surroundings -= much changed, but still 
recognizablee Communications was now a sturdy tree; a dark-skinned elephant sat on It, working 
the controls with Its trunk. The seemingly ever-present Sulu Cat purred and pranced over a rock 
that could only be the helm, butting at small outcroppings, and patting depressions with his 
paws. The otherwise empty sclence position was occupted by a mushroom; a similar but larger one 
had taken the place of the Captain's chair. 


The command mushroom was occupled by a green, pointy~eared caterpiilar. It studied them silently 
for some time. 


At length, Itt spoke. "Who are you?" [t demanded. 


By now, Picard was getting very tired of this question. "I think you ought to tel! me who you 
are first," he huffed. 7 


The caterptilar studied him some more, then replied neutrally, “I am Spock. Now, who are you?" 
"Picard. This is Data." 

“Ahe" Then, “Were you responsible for the Captain's mishap?" 

“Hardly.” 

"Ah," Spock sald agalne "Mr. Chekov?" 

“The wehiclie had no brakes. Uncle Viadimir alvays told me...or vas It Uncle Boris...2" 

"Never mind, Mr. Chekove Take your station, please." 

"Aye, sir." The owl fluttered up to a nearby tree, and busfed itself turning over new leaves. 


The caterplIilar's eyes now fastened on a remorseful toad, who wilted under tts noncommlttal 
stare. "Oh, what a stupid officer | am," he moaned. “I never should have borrowed that car." 


"No," the caterplilar agreed, “you should not. Now, | suggest you retire to sick bay, and allow 
Dr. McCoy to repair the damages." 


Kirk perked up at that, seeIng his chance to escape, but wilted agafin when Spock added, "Security 
will accompany you -- Just to make sure you arrive safely. After that, | would strongly suggest 
you find Mr. Scott and apologize." 


Two of the red-shirted playing cards fell In alongside their hapless leader, who trudged away, an 
alr of martyrdom hanging heavily about him. 


The caterplitar watched his Captain out of sight before turning again to the two visitors. “what 
should | do with you?" he asked abruptly. 
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"Send us back to our own ship?" Picard suggested. 


Spock shook his head thoughtfully. "I have not the power. For that, you must visit the Wizard 
of ENTERPRISE." 


A universal gasp rose from the bridge crew. 
*What now?* For a moment, Picard thought he had found the door -- but, obviously, he was wrong. 
"Lfeutenant Uhura?" Spock continued. "If you would?" 


A lyrical voice replied, "I meant what | safd, and | sald what |! meant. Halling frequencies 
open, one hundred percent." 


Before them, a cloud rose. Lightening flashed across Its face, then firmed Into a view of engi- 
neeringe Within the screen, fire flared, and a voice thundered, "Aye?" 


“You have visitors," the caterpI!iar announced without preamble. 
"So? They couldna find me themselves?" 


"They were waylaid by the Captain, then brought to the bridge- They require transportation 
home." 


"Oh, verra well." 

With gut-wrenching suddenness, the clearing/bridge vanished, replaced by a room full of Incompre- 
hensible hardware and a wall of dancing fire. It was like no engineering section elther Picard 
or Data had ever seen before. 


"| am the great and powerful Wizard of ENTERPRISE," boomed the same voice they had heard on the 
bridge, this time accompanied by a glant looming face that made the two men jump. "Who are ye?" 


*That does It! If the computer Insists upon nonsense, then nonsense ft shal! recelve...* 

To Data's amazement, his solemn and serious Captain broke Into a rousing chorus of Gilbert and 
sor ae "| am the very model of a modern major-general," finishing with a flourish and a broad 
"Sireee?" the androld stammered. 

"If this story makes the rounds, | shall of course deny everything." 

"Ofeeecourse, Sires." 


"| repeat," the voice thundered Impatiently, "who are ye?" 


Picard sighed- It was certainly a persistent program. "Captain Jean-Luc Picard and Lleutenant 
Commander Data of the U.S.S. ENTERPRISE." 


"And what do ye seek from the Wizard?" 

"We seek transportation home," Data answered. 

"Now, that could be something of a problem," the by now famIillar voice commented -- only It was 
suddenly softer, and much nearer. Considering their other recent encounters, the relatively or- 
dinary Starfleet officer who appeared from behind them was something of a shock. "Are ye sure ye 
wouldna settle for a wee dram o' scotch?" he asked. 

"{'m afraid not," Picard answered. "A problem?" 

"Captain Kirk ‘borrowed' my last vehicle." 


"We noticed. But we really don't need a vehicle. If you could Just tell the computer to open 
the door?" 
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Scotty broke Into a smile wide enough to rival that of the Sulu Cat. “Oh, aye, | could do that. 
Computer !" 


Abruptly, the wall parted, and Picard and Data found themselves facing the featureless corridor 
of the sleek, modern ship they knew so well. 


"Thank you, Mr. Scott." The Captain hastened his exit, Data on his heels. 

From the safety of his own ship, Picard watched the theatrical engineering deck fade from view. 
"That wasee.different..." he muttered, suddenly feeling much better. He stared thoughtfully at 
the closing doors. 


“Captain? Did you discover the reason for Guinan's InsIstence on your personal attention?" Data 
asked. 


"Yes, Mr. Data, | belfeve | did. Tell me, have you any Idea as to how we might separate the two 
programs?" 


"Frankly, no, sir, | don't." 


"Nor do Ie The best solution seems to be to start all over agaln.e Can ! trust you to take care 
of the problem?" | 


"Yes, of course, sir." 

"Excellent." The Captain started to leave, then turned back after a few steps. "Mr. Data?" 
"Yes, Captain?" 

"Would It be possible to save just a portion of the program -- say, this portion?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Then make It so." 

"May | ask why, sir?" 


Picard didn't answer directly, but a smile crinkled the corners of his eyes.e He again turned to 
leave. "! wonder how Number One would look as a scarecrow...?" he murmured musingly- 
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®Ai li tances" 


(By Joy Harrison) 


[A slightly different version of this story, bearing the title "Strange Alli- 
ance," appeared In THE DERYNI ARCHIVES MAGAZINE #13, edited by Kather!Ine Kurtz.) 


"Enough!" 


His Grace Lord Alaric Anthony Morgan, the Derynl Duke of Corwyn and Champion of HIs Most Royal 
Majesty King Kelson Cinhi!l Rhys Anthony Haldane of Gwynedd, rose to his feet and slammed an open 
hand against the marble tabletop. His grey eyes glittered angrily. 


"Enough," he repeated, his voice icy. "There Is no more to be sald about the matter. This meet- 
ing Ts adjourned." 


He stalked from the audience hall, Ignoring the nervous bows and paclifyIng murmurs of hls cour- 
tiers. His Irritation was obvious, and although he had never loosed his anger on the Innocent, 
few people were willing to cross him at times I!ke this; they knew -- or thought they knew -- 
what he could do. 


Servants hurried out of his path as he made his way to the passage leading to Castile Coroth's 
highest tower. At the top of the long, narrow staircase, he opened a massive wooden door. 


A few feet beyond It was another door -- walnut Inlatd with an enameled gryphon, the heraldic 
arms of the Duke of Corwyn. He touched his signet to the eye of the beast, and the door opened 
silently, revealing a round chamber, Its heavy stone walls hung with tapestries and lined with 
well-filled bookshelves. 


As Morgan stepped Inside hIs private study, flames blazed up In the fireplace to the right of the 
entrance. The door closed behind him, and he settled gratefully Into a comfortably worn leather 
chair, stretching long legs toward the fire. He deliberately did not IIght the candles, allowing 
the afternoon sunlight to filter unimpeded through the room's seven green-glassed windows and Its 
high skylight; the light cast a faintly verdant glow over his face and hands. 


Morgan let his breath out In a deep sigh, closing his eyes briefly as he reached up to take the 
ducal coronet from his golden hair. He tossed It onto the couch set along one wal! of the room, 
and leaned his head against the chair's high back, consciously willing himself to relax. His 
display of temper was unusual, but not entirely unexpected. ; 


The morning's treaty negotiations had dragged on untt! well Into the afternoon. I+ wasn't so 
much that the Hort of Orsal or his emlissarles were particularly disagreeable; on the contrary, 
Morgan had always enjoyed excellent relations with his nelghbour across the estuary. Between 
them, they controlled water passage from the Twin Rivers to the sea, a route of extreme tactical 
value to both Gwynedd and the Orsal.e Thelr mutual defence allltance was of benefit to both lands. 


But the old man kept InsIisting that Morgan take his sons Into service for knightly training. The 
boys themselves were IIkeable enough. But the danger of accident or Injury to a Hortic helr -- 
even this one, who was three brothers removed from the throne -- was something the Lord of Corwyn 
could not Ignore, especially In light of recent events In the Eleven Kingdoms. Kelson's reign 
had known IIttle peace, and disaster tended to stalk the Deryn!i race, for there was still a great 
dea! of antagonism toward them, despite all the young king's efforts. 


The memortes of Deryn! tyranny were hard to overcome, and the two centurles of persecution that 
followed were not sufficlent compensation for some human folk. There were stil! many who wanted 
all Deryni to dle, even those who had never done anyone harm. Just knowing there were men who 
could force someone to say or do something against his will... 


What further complicated this particular case was that the Hortic heir today tn question didn't 
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want to be a knight. Oh, the boy sald he did, for that was what his elders expected. But the 
oe as-Morgan read It, was that The Orsal'’s fourth son actually desired to be a scholar and 
prieste 


And Morgan could read -- and even compel -- the truth. Like his king, he was Derynt, born of 
that rece of sorcerers gifted -- some sald cursed -- with a wide range of psychic and magical 
powers. Over the years, he had learned to be somewhat discreet In their use. 


Relaxing In hIs chalr, gazing Into the crackling fire, Morgan moodily reflected on those past 
years, and the tumultuous events that had marked them: Brion Haldane's death -- his beloved 
king, his beloved friend, slain by treachery and Deryn! magic; the struggle to pass Brion's 
magical Haldane powers on to his young helr, culminating at last In Kelson's coronation; excommu- 
nication, and Interdict for all of Corwyn <= both ultimately resolved through a politically 
necessary reconclifation with the Church. Then the war with Torenth, the Mearan uprising, the 
treason of Kelson's Jealous young cousin Conall Haldane, that nearly cost Gwynedd her king... 
And, overshadowing nearly every major event In the years since Brion's death, the continuing 
religious turmoil over the entire "Deryn!I question." 


At last, however, sIckened by years of clvI! and reilgtous strife -- and Impressed In spite of 
themselves by the often beneficial, If not always totally "acceptable" actions of such Deryni as 
Kelson Haldane and Alaric Morgan == the synod of bishops In Valoret announced their intention to 
overturn many of the harshest statutes of the anti-Deryni Counci! of Ramos, which had made merely 
being Derynl a crime often punishable by death. Many times, Morgan himself had nearly paid with 
hts I!te for the accident of his Deryni birth. But his children would grow up free of that fear. 


The Derynt lord smiled slightly, hfs sombre mood broken by the thought of his young son and 
daughter. Given the day's bright sun and unseasonably mild temperatures, his wife was probably 
In the solarium with Kelric and Briony. It would be pleasant to steal a few peaceful moments 
with his family, something he was all too rarely able to manage In these times of unrest. With a 
hint of laughter In his eyes, Morgan rose to join them. 


As he descended the stairs, the bustling I!fe of the castle began to Intrude upon him, and he 
extended his senses outward, savouring Ite A commotion In the courtyard aroused his curiosity, 
so he changed direction, temporarlly abandoning the temptations of his wife and the solarium. As 
he entered the courtyard, the crowd fell silent and moved back, townspeople and servants alike 
bowing In respect. 


In his mid-thirties, tall! and lean, blessed with an almost feline grace, with wide grey eyes set 
In a handsome oval face, Alaric Morgan would have drawn Immediate attention anywhere -- even 
without his awesome Deryn! powers. Just then, dressed In deep green velvet and with his gol den 
hair shining tn the sunlight, he might have been some elemental deity, an anclent pagan god of 
bright light and forest leaves. 


His cool, silvery gaze searched the sea of faces for someone he could depend upon. 
"Randolph!" he called, spotting his mane "What tn heaven's name Is going on out here?" 


His court physician shook hIs head tn puzzlement. "| don't exactly know, my lord. It's some~ 
thing about a lost child, but | have been able to learn no more." 


"A lost child?" The Deryn! lord ralsed his voice, pitching It to carry across the courtyard as 
It over a battlefleld.e "Whose chlid Is lost? Don't be afraid to come forward. I'll help you If 
| can." 


The assembled people murmured amongst themselves, arising hum of sound. An elderly woman, thin 
and very pale, struggled through the crowd to the foot of the steps where Morgan stood, nervously 
bobbIng a shaky curtsey. "'TIs my niece Anna's child, Yer Grace... Hers an‘ her husband, Ferris 
the swordsmith..." she began brokenly, her hope for ald fighting a long-standing fear of what the 
man before her represented. 


"Ferris's child?" The duke's grey eyes narrowed In thought. “He has a IIttle girl, doesn’t he? 
About four years old... Where Is he?" 


"Out lookin’ fer her, Yer Grace. Ah, such a pretty thing... They're so afrald fer her..." 


At Morgan's signal, Master Randolph went to the woman's side. Taktng her arm, he ushered her up 


* 97 * 


the steps and Into the castle, guiding her after Morgan, who led the way to a small side chamber. 
As the Deryn!t lord silently called for his wife, he took the time to light the candle sconces 
conventionally, with flint and tinder, rather than risk a display of magic that would frighten 
the old woman any more than she already was. 


Once In the chamber, Master Randolph pulled up a chair for the bereft woman and poured her some 
wines "Drink tt," he urged gently when she tried to push It awaye “It will help to calm you. 
His Grace must ask you some questions. He needs Information If he Is to help you and your fam 
Tiy. Whet Is your name?" 


*E...Evelyn, m'lord. And the child's name Is Alyce, after His Grace's saintly mother." 
Morgan walted patiently, his face ImpasslIve, as the old woman sipped some wine. 


*What's wrong, Alaric?* his wife asked silently as she silpped Into the room, quietly closing the 
door behind her. 


Morgan smiled, taking pleasure simply In the sItght of her, with her masses of red-gold hair, her 
corntlower blue eyes, her heart-shaped face. Her body didn't look like that of a woman who had 
already borne three children, one of them to a previous husband. Just as silently, he told her 
what jittle he already knew. 


"Oh, m' lady!" Evelyn burst out, seelng the duchess for the first time and giving full vent to her 
grief and fear. "M'lady! You must help! Poor tittle Alyce..." She collapsed at the younger 
woman's feet, desperately clutching the hem of her pale blue gown and sobbing. 


Like her husband, Morgan's duchess was DerynI. But where he was largely self-taught, Richenda de 
Morgan was fully and formally tralned In the use of her powers -- although few people even sus- 
pected she had them. As she gracefully knelt to comfort the distraught Evelyn, she was able to 
do what Morgan himself had not dared to try -- for his touch would probably have sent the old 
woman Into hysterics. 


Her hands on elther side of Evelyn's head, thumbs touching the older woman's temples, Richenda 
slowly eased her tnto a deep trance, then read her memortes of the little girl's disappearance 
and passed that Information to her husband. Finally, she deepened the trance stif! more, until 
Evelyn slipped from trance to true sleep; she would sleep for hours. 


Morgan wasted no time. "Find Derry for me, Ran,“ he directed, his eyes on his wifes "I'll want 
him to lead the search." 


Dismissed, the physiclan hurried away on his errand. 


"Alaric,™ Richenda began, taking a child's hair ribbon from Evelyn's pocket and getting back to 
her feet, “you know this areas What are the chances of finding her?" 


“They'd be a lot better If she were Derynil. I+ would be easter; there'd be something to contact. 
This wayse." He shook his head. "I! don't know. But when | took her father Into my service, I 
swore an oath to him, to protect him and all that was his for as long as he was my Ilege man =~ 
and !"tt! do everything | can, little though It may be. If Ferris and his wife have been search 
Ing since morning, though... Khadasa! A child of four could have wandered anywhere!" 


“What If she has some favourite hiding placeee.? Little children often do, you know." Her smile 
Ilghtened his gravity, and he crossed the room to take her In his arms, drawing her toward the 
window. Thelr minds touched, the I!tnk easy from long tamiiiarity. A mental caress, then they 
began e search of their own, focused on the little giri's ribbon. 


Eyes closed, arms around each other, they cast about for some trace of the child, but found 
nothing. They hadn't really expected to. The distances weren't great, but as Morgan had ob= 
served, little Alyce wasn't Deryni -- and there were far too many people In and eround the 
castle. 


Sean Lord Derry, Morgan's alde and Ileutenant, quietly let himself Into the room as they worked, 
and readily guessed what was happening. Randolph had already told him the basics of the situa- 
tion, and although not Deryni himself, Derry had considerable experlence with his lord's magic. 
He had been In Morgan's service <- and had been his friend -- for a long time, since his own 
knightiInge He certainly knew enough to keep still and not Interrupt unti! the Derynl finished 
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their search. 


Finally, Morgan opened his eyes, letting his breath out In a long sigh, and bent his head to kiss 
his wife. Richenda looked up at him for e moment, then nodded slightly and left the room, giving 
Derry a brief smile as she passed. 


"You know what's happened?" Morgan asked. 
Derry nodded. 


"Good. Ferris and his wife have a small cottage several miles west of Coroth, Just at the edge 
of the Mooryn Forest. Take as many men as you think you'll! need, and start combing the area. If 
she'd come as far as the plain, she'd have been seen from the walls by now." 


"Aye, m' lord." Derry turned to go, then hesitated. "What about you?" 


Morgan glanced down at the crumpled scrap of ribbon Richenda had left In his hand. “Have my 
horse saddled. I'll join you a little later. There's something | want to do first." 


* eH HE 


Morgan delayed only long enough to sltng a cloak over his shoulders. His black warhorse was 
walting for him when he reached the stables; and by the time Derry and his troop were ready to 
depart, the Deryn! lord was already halfway across the coastal plain. 


As Morgan reached the fringes of the Mooryn Forest, he stopped for a moment to look back toward 
his capital. Across the wide plain now covered with pale green sea grass, Coroth rose on rocky 
cliffs overlooking the sea, her high walls and carefully chosen location making the castie all 
but impregnable. Undulating dunes spread from the rocks to the seas Gulls wheeled above the 
bright water, and the scent of decay!Ing seaweed mixed with the salt tang In the alr. The terrain 


was harsh, rugged -- and he loved It with all his heart. 


He smiled slightly as he remembered a time, not long after Kelson's coronation, when he and the 
young kIng had had to recapture Coroth from the followers of a Deryni-hating rebel and a Iike- 
minded archbIshop. Taking the city by force would have left It a ruin; they'd snuck In through a 
hidden passagewayeee. 


His smile faded as he turned away, and he resolutely started into the forest. The centuries-old 
trees grew thickly, and the undergrowth was dense, even In late autumn. This was a near-primeval 
woodland, [tts borders seldom deeply penetrated even by large hunting parties. Morgan rode 
slowly, letting his blg R'Kassan stallion pick Its own way, for there was nothing even remotely 
resemb|l{ng a path once the game trails were left behind. 


After a time, he drew the big warhorse to a halt, dismounted, and dropped the reins; the steed 
was well-tratned, and would not wander. Beneath the dark natural canopy, he removed his gloves 
and pulled out the scrap of Alyce's ribbon, staring at It for a moment before closing it tightly 
In hls hande He took a deep breath to centre himself, then another to trigger the first stages 
of Deryni trance. Relaxing against an anctent tree trunk, trusting the black stalllon to give 
alarm If any danger approached, he went deeper Into trance and began his search, far from the 
distraction of other human -- or Deryn! -- II fe. 


He sensed the native animal I!tfe of the forest -- foxes, squirrels, rabbIts, deer, and more, 
predator and prey alike -- then fleetingly touched the terrified mind of a distraught mother, and 
the anger and fear of Ferris himself as he appealed to the All-Father -- Interestingly enough, 
but hardly surprisingly, not to Christ -- for ald. 


And, not too far from where he stood, but deeper [nto the forest, the confused mind of a lost 
Itttle girl. 


Alyce was fost, but unharmed. Fixing her location In his mind, Morgan came out of his trance, 
mounted, and nudged hIs horse Into motion. As he rode, he found himself thinking about the 
giri‘*s father. 


Ferrts was an It!tnerant swordsmith from Elstentalla, far to the north of Torenth, who had come to 


Ktltutn tn Corwyn to peddle weapons several years ago. When he was beaten and framed for rape 
and murder, Morgan's Deryn! ability to read the truth had saved his IIfe. 
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The grateful Ferris had asked to enter the duke's service -- despite the terrible dangers every- 
one In those days knew to be Inherent In associating with a Deryn! sorcerer. By the time Morgan 
accepted his offer, thelr Inexplicable liking for one another had grown Into a comfortable 
friendship based on honesty and respect. The Deryni lord attended his master swordsmith's wed- 
ding the following year, and the hunting sword he now carried at his saddlebow was a special offt 
from Ferrts when the duke married his beloved Richenda. 


Perhaps Ferrts felt that asking for help was too much of an Imposition on thelr friendship, but 
Morgan saw It far differently. it was partly his responsibIi!{ty as the swordsmith's Ilege lord; 
but, more Importantly, It was also the duty of a friend. 


“And how could I not try to help?" he mused aloud. "I have children, too..." 


He rode on, and heard the little girl long before he saw her. The music of her cheerful humming 
quickly led him to a small clearing near a stream. Alyce sat on the ground, playing with a plle 
of small multi-coloured pebbles. Her face and clothes were dirty, and there were leaves tangled 
In her hair. A tiny silver amulet swung from a cord around her neck. 


Morgan orinned. The amulet was Ferris's work. A skillfully wrought replica of the All-Father's 
war-hammer, the silver charm was undoubtedly ftntended to ward the swordsmith's child, to protect 
her 1f Christ did not. Even tn Christian Gwynedd, Ferris had never abandoned his old falth. 


As the black warhorse entered the clearing, the little girl ftooked up, smiling shyly at the tall, 
fair-halred stranger. Then her eyes suddenly widened In horror, and she screamed as a large, 
heavy shape hurtied into the clearing. 


Wild boar were rare In Corwyne Morgan had occasionally seen them farther to the north, but never 
so close to his capital. This particular animal was male, a large specimen of tts kind, with 
alert porcine eyes, a tough bristly hide, and dangerous razor-sharp tusks. it was strong, fast, 
fierce -- and utterly without fear. 


The Deryn! lord noted all this In an Instant, even as the boar turned In response to the child's 
shrill scream. Throwing back his cloak to free his sword=-arm, he drew the heavy hunting blade at 
his knee and urged his horse forward, shouting to distract the enraged beast. 


The boar charged. 


Morgan had time to wish he had a lance -=- and a dozen well-armed men to back him. A sword was 
not the best of weapons In such a situation, and no one In his right mind hunted boar alone. 


But it was only a fleeting wish. The reality was too Immedlate. 


His blade sang through the afr. The boar swerved, tossing Its head, and steel rang as the swor 
was deflected, glancing off a tusk to slice down one foreleg, cutting to the bone. | 


Maddened by fts wound, and not quite able to connect with Its tusks, the beast crashed Into 
Morgan's horsee The stallion screamed In equine furye LashIing out at Its attacker, the blg war- 
horse caught the boar's side with one massive hoof. 


But even as the beast tumbled to the ground, the stalllon stumbled agalnst a tree, crushing Its 
rider's right leg hard against the trunk, then fell to [ts knees. 


Morgan threw himself free, hoping the horse wasn't badly hurt. The sword was still tn his hand. 
But he was off balance, and gasped In pain as his Injured leg gave way beneath him. 


The boar picked Itself up and charged a second time, grunting {ts anger. Morgan cursed as he 
rolled away, stit! trying to keep the beast's attention from the helpless, terrified l!ttle girl. 


Fast as he was, the animal was faster, whirling with surprising speed to attack again. This 
time, one tusk slashed Morgan's already injured right leg as the beast hurtled past, opening a 
deep, crippling gash. 


Staggering to his feet, the Deryni lord tried to block the searing pain and formulate some plan 


of action. However badly he was hurt, he was sure he could Heal the wound, given time. But 
first, he had to kII! the beast before It could kil! him -- and the child. 
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He managed two steps before the boar turned to charge yet again. 


Then something struck hIm hard from behind, and he caught a glimpse of a dark shape hurtling past 
him. He fell to his knees with an Involuntary cry of pain, only barely managing to hold onto his 
sword. Catching himself on hands and knees, breathing hard, Morgan shook his head to clear It, 
then bl Inked In amazement at what he saw. 


The boar stood In the centre of the clearing, facing the whimpering Iittie girl; Its sharp hooves 
dug at the ground as It grunted In rage. Between them was a young grey she-wolf, not yet fully 
growne She had knocked the Deryn!l from his feet when she dashed from among the trees. 


As the dazed Morgan watched, the wolf's ears flattened; she snarled menacingly, then attacked, 
leaping past the deadly tusks to sink her tangs Into the boar's throat. 


The porcine beast roared Its fury, tosstIng Its head and thrashing wildly to free Itself. The 
wolf growled In her throat, sharp claws raking the other animal's sides; she did not let go. 


She couldn't win, of course. No lone wolf could hold Its own agafnst a boar. But she might give 
the Deryn! lord a little time... 


Not much, though. Suddenly, the boar succeeded In breaking the wolf's grip and, with a violent 
toss of Its head, hurled her agalnst a tree. She hit with a sickenIngly ominous thud, and the 
boar whirled to charge Morgan again. 


Now! He must use the boar's own strength against It. 


With a silent prayer to Saint Camber, patron of Deryni magic who was also once called the De- 
fender of Mankind -= and who In the past had always seemed to take such an Inordinate Interest In 
the well=-beIng of one Alarlc Anthony Morgan -- the Deryni lord let his sword's point rest against 
the ground as he braced himself on one knee, preparing to ralse the blade at the last possible 
moment and Impale his attacker. 


The moment stretched endlessly. The blade shone with a sIlvery gleam that seemed to grow 
brighter as the boar thundered closer and closer. Morgan felt a strong hand other than hfs own 
selze the weapon's hilt as the polnt rose -- but It wasn't the familiar touch of Saint Camber. 


For a brief Instant, the Deryn! lord thought he saw the Image of a powerfully-bullt man with long 
hair and a beard, armed with a huge war~hammer.e. 


Then, stralght as an arrow, the boar ran onto the blade -- which miraculously held perfectly 
steady against Its welght, driving upward through the beast's throat to sever Its spine. The 
animal was dead In mld-stride, but Its momentum bowled Morgan over before It collapsed In a 
twitching heap. 


Panting, too weak to stand, stil! Morgan tried to pick himself up- Blood flowed freely down his 
leg, and he couldn't block the patn much longer. If he didn't do something about It SOONee. 


Alyce suddenly darted past him, sobbing. She threw herself down near the mortally injured wolf. 
Ignoring the danger of the beast’s bloody fangs, the IIttle girl gathered the massive head [nto 
her arms, hugging the animal closely. 


intrigued tn spite of himself, Morgan wearlly dragged himself to her side and reached out one 
hand to touch the child. The physical contact made a mind IInk easfer; that link allowed him to 
See what had occurred since the gir! wandered from her home that morning. 


Alyce's parents had always forbidden her to go Into the forest -~ which only Increased her fas- 
cination. When no one was looking, she slipped away. She quickly got Jost, and began to panic 
when she couldn't find her way home. She wandered for a long time -- at least, she thought it 
was a long time -- and was thoroughly frightened by the time she found her newest friend. 


To the little girl, the she-wolf was Just an exceptionally big, shaggy dog, one that licked her 
hands and face, and kept her warm, and stayed with her when she was all alone. The antmal never 
once did anything to hurt or even threaten her. 


A bemused Morgan sensed Impressfons of Alyce and the wolf playing together, then walking among 
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the trees. And he got the definite feeling that the big canine was guarding the child. 


Feeling a profound sense of wonder, he touched one hand lightly to the wolf's head. She stirred, 
whimpering [In pain, then turned to look at him. Thelr eyes met, and again he saw a fleeting 
Image of the All-Father's hammer. Then there were only the wolf's amber eyes. 


Morgan took a deep breath, gathering all h!is remalning strength, all his energye Not quite know- 
Ing why he did so, but feeling he must, he closed his eyes, placed both hands gently on the dying 
wolf's body, and summoned the Healing power. 


He felt the now-familiar other Presence he always associated with Healing, other hands on his, 
and a power not his own flowing through him. He visualized the animal whole, sound -- and when 
at last he opened his eyes, It was so. 


Half-fatnting, no longer able to block the paln from his wound or Ignore the blood he had lost, 
Morgan slumped against the tree, summoning a wan smile for Alyce who, with the Insensitivity of 
the very young, Ignored him completely. She was delighted to find her animal friend unhurt. 


But when she tried to lure the beast off to play, the wolf gently nudged her away, then turned to 
the barely consclous Morgan. 


Whintng softly, she nosed him, butted her head against him, then licked his face and hands. When 
he weakly tried to push her away, she persisted, continuing to whine, and nudged firmly at hls 
right leg. 


The renewed pain roused him =-- that, and a sudden certainty of what the wolf was trying to tel! 
him. Steeling himself for one last major effort, he closed his eyes once more, and reached again 
for the Healing power. 


He didn't have the strength he needed -- but It came from somewhere. The sense of another Pres- 
ence returned, and he seemed to hear a deep humming that reverberated through him. When he 
opened his eyes again, the only signs of his Injury were bloodstains, torn cloth, and the fast- 
fading tine of a scar. 


Morgan sighed, and regarded the wolf curlously- Alyce crept to his side and curled up against 
him, suddenly sleepy, and he put a protective arm around her. The big canine moved to his other 
side and placed her head In hls lap. As he cautlously stroked the thick, coarse fur, she looked 
up at hime 


The Deryn! lord Jeaned his head against the tree, his expression thoughtful. 


A wolf. A wild beast. Yet she had protected a human child, risking her own Iife to do so -- and 
she had helped him as well. No bargaining, no terms, no negotiating for advantage. She had 
simply done what had to be done -=- as he had. 


Would his neighbours understand? If so, perhaps the same could be applied to alliances between 
men, between nations... 


What was the wolf, anyway? A wild beast, yes -- but also something more. An emlssary, perhaps? 
An agent of some other power? Morgan remembered the vision he'd twice seen. The wiltd-looking 
bearded man with the hammer... 


If Satnt Camber could Intervene on his behalf, why not the All-Father? Ferris certainly bel feved 
it was possible -- and Alyce was the swordsmith's daughter. She wore the All-Father's amulet -- 
and a wolf had guarded her In the forest... 


%& & EH 


Derry, separated from the rest of the search party, found them some time later. Morgan appeared 
to be dozing against the tree, and little Alyce was asleep with her head on h!ls shoulder. The 
ground around them was damp, grass and leaves stained with what could only be blood. 


A shaggy she-wolf lay with her head across Morgan's legs, regarding the newcomer with bright 


yellow eyes, her ears pricked alertly. As Derry cautiously reached for his sword, hoping to slay 
the beast before [It could turn on his lord and the child, a quiet volce stopped him. 
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"No, Derry. She's a friend." Morgan's cool gaze watched him Intently as he released his weapon. 
Derry saw the blood, and wondered. "M'lord? A friend? A wolf? ! don't understand..." 


"Neither do |, Derry, not exactly. But she Is a friend, and she saved our livese" He smiled 
musiIngly- "“!'m not sure why she came. You might say we forged an alllance of sorts." 


At that, the wolf gave Derry a look filled with uncanny Intelligence, then turned:-back to Morgan. 
Rising fluidly to a sitting position, the big canine delicately placed one front paw against his 
chest and slurped her tong pink tongue across his face. Then she leaped to her teet and raced 
deeper into the forest. 


Morgan, too, got to his feet, only a little stiffly, and lifted the still-sleeping little girl 
Into his arms. “We may never know exactly what she was, or why she saved us," he sald. "But 


live 2 feeling little Alyce's father can tell us a great deal about who sent that wolf, and maybe 
why. 


The black warhorse was waiting, uninjured except for hls equine dignity.e Morgan mounted, settled 
the girl more comfortably [fn his arms, and turned the stallfon back toward Corothe “You might 
want to round up the search party, Derry, and tell them the child Is safe. I'l! take her home." 
"Yes, m'lord." Derry headed off on his errand. 

As the two men rode from the forest, a young grey she-wolf, who might be something more than Just 
a beast, emerged from the undergrowth. Her ears were pricked forward alertly, and her bushy tall — 
waved. 


Then, slowly, the uncanny tntelltgence faded from her yellow eyes, and she was just a wolf once 
moree 
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FROM DEEP SPACE.ce 


As we come to the end of yet another Issue of THE OSIRIS FILES, we would Ifke to thank all our 
writers collectively. This zine contains some of the finest fan fiction we have ever encountered 
BF ols required far less work than most editors ever get away with. What a pleasure this was for 
all concerned! 


Joyce Ashcroft Is, of course, a true professional -- and her blend of | SPY with THE AVENGERS Is 
masterful. "Mixed Doubles" [fs allve, vibrant, fast-paced -- Just as If we were seelng It on a 
television screen. 


Motherhood hasn't slowed Lisa Mudano Dalton down In the least. In honour of STAR WARS (sIxteen 
years old this month) and BATTLESTAR GALACTICA (fifteen years tn September), she gives us three 
brief views of these universes. While Alexa and Yasmine may be troublemakers extreordinalre, 
there's no denying thelr special talent Is a handy thing ("Twins"). And who can clalm Starbuck 
and Han Solo don't have a lot In common ("Men: A Study In Similar Contrasts")? Then there's 
“Links to the Past." Trousers..«? 


Rodney Ruff Is a continutng delight. We hope you're not too disappointed that you didn't get a 
new multi-untverse Walter Stock adventure; Rodney has promised at least one more, but not this 
time. Instead, he offers a gilmpse of his great versatility, presenting one of those STAR TREK 
stories we might well have enjoyed on that small screen In our IIving room. We're only sorry we 
didn't have room In this Issue for any of his filks, or for “Writer's Contest" -- a challenge to 
all of Walter Stock's many fans. Next year, though... And a query from one of our staff: How 
does this man ever manage to keep all the trivia straight?! 


Who but Mary Robertson would think to combine two generations of STAR TREK with some of the best 
of children's literature? “Once Upon an ENTERPRISE" fs a delightful blend of whimsy, humour, and 
just plain fun. Ensign Dumpty? The Sulu Cat? Spock?! 


We truly can't say anything about "Allflances" -- after all, we wrote It. But if you enjoyed 
reading It (we hope you did!), and If you want to read more about Alarltc Morgan, Kelson Haldane, 
and their world, we recommend you read the Deryn! novels of Katherine Kurtz; there are eleven of 
them at the moment (with more to come), plus a collection of short stories and Katherine's very 
own fanzine, THE DERYNI ARCHIVES MAGAZINE. 


We apologize for the shortage of new art; this seems to have been a very bad year for artists. 
One has been seriously II1; one has a new job that demands a twenty-hour day; one lost her job 
and has been scrambling for paying work; one just never got around to It... But what we do have 
Is very good Indeed. 


We especially want to thank Marfanne Howarth for her beautiful cover art, and for the fntertor 
iiflustrations she provided for “Mixed Doubles." Not to mention Spock... We owe Wes Fallon of 
BellTower Marketing a big one for the bunnye-. And we are delighted to bring you some of the 
finest work Barbara Fister-Liltz originally did for our old fanzine, PURPLE & ORANGE?. delphyne 
joan woods Is fantastic, as always, though she did give us a hard time... 


As for our proofreaders, they have once agaln proven themselves a collective blessing. When your 
spelling program Is firmly convinced "Inthe" and “downthe" are legitimate words and "noncom- 
mital"is the proper spelling of “noncommittal" and you absolutely, positively cannot convince 
the blasted machine otherwise! -- what do you do without a meticulous proofreader (or seven!) to 
catch all those unsuspected little slips of the fingers and keep you from looking Ilitke a total 
dunce? {ff our blessings are worth anything at all, we freely offer them, along with our sincer- 
est thanks, to Joyce, Lisa, Mary, David, Mary, Rodney, and Cathy for efforts above and beyond =-- 
and for making us look so good! 


A special thanks, too, to the aging Panasonic Screwdriver, for doing Its best -- and for not pop- 
ping its printwheel hub while we worked on this zine! It's about two years overdue... 


And to you, our readers, and to all our many friends In fandom -=- thank you for all your kind 
words, your encouragement, and your continuing support... Until next time... 


Blessed be! 
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OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 





A fanzine publisher specializing in all the worlds of fandom, derivative and original, fantasy 
and science fictionee. 


IMAGINATION -- The revolutionary fanzine for entirely original fantasy, horror, 
and science fiction, the first of its kind to return to one of the oldest 
traditions in science fiction fandom. Its pages contain no media-derived 
material; they reflect only the writers’ and artists' own worlds and visions. 
With the advent of the media zine, many fans feared true originality was gone 
from fanzines forever. But now, you can indulge your creativity, let your imagi- 
nation roam freee... Published annually. 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER -- The Zen Award-winning media fanzine devoted exclusively 
to the many finely~detailed dimensions of British television. BLAKE'S 7. DOCTOR 
WHO. THE PROFESSIONALS. ROBIN OF SHERWOOD. UFO. You'!I! find all these popular 
universes -- and many more, in stories, poetry, and art from some of the finest 
writers and artists in media fandom. Published annually. 


THE OSIRIS FILES -- A fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and tele- 
vision, and to the many ways fn which they treat fantasy and sctence fiction 
Themes. Whatever your favourites -- from STAR TREK to RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK, 
from SIMON AND SIMON to AIRWOLF, from KNIGHT RIDER to BATTLESTAR GALACTICA to 
QUANTUM LEAP and STAR WARS and more -- you'll! find them here. Published annu- 
ally. 


NOVELS, NOVELLAS, and COLLECTIONS -- Special publications consisting of complete 
novels or novellas, or collections of stories on a specific theme. Published 
irregularly as circumstances dictate. 


OSIRIS Publications is devoted to providing the absolute best in prose fiction, poetry, essays, 
and art, all created by fans for fanse We have a professionally trained editorial staff, and all 
our publications, although written and illustrated by non-professionals (for the most part!), are 
and will continue to be handled In as professional a manner possible. 


Our contributors to date include some of the finest story-tellers In fandom today, writers such 
as BeM. Caspar, Linda Wood, Charles Ott, Vicci Cook, and E- Michael Blake; Mary Robertson, Lisa 
Mudano, Linda Ruth Pfonner, Kathie Hughes, Rodney Ruff, and Joyce Ashcroft; Barbara Mater, Kathy 
Hintz, Marcia Brin, Jeanine Hennig, LeA. Carr, Jeannie Webster, and Susan Matthews. Artists in- 
clude some of the best-known and best-loved of fannish talents: Jean Clissold, Frank Liltz, 
delphyne ( joan hanke-)woods, Gennie Summers, Toni Hardeman, Kate Soehnlen, Karen River, Jeanine 
Hennig, Sandra Santara, Pat Cash, Suzan Lovett, Holly Bird, and otherse These are the profes- 
sionals of the future. 


For detailed information on contents and pricing of any of our publications, or to request a copy 
of our submission guide-lines, send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


If requesting information on more than one or two individual publications, be sure your envelope 
carries 45¢ postage. For overseas pricing, send a self-addressed envelope and two IRC's. 
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OFFICIAL GUIDE-LINES FOR OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 


OSIRIS Publications has a professionally trained editorial staff. All our publications, al- 
though written by non=professionals, are and will continue to be handled In as professional a 
manner possible. The following guide-lines should be observed by anyone submitting matertal 
to OSIRIS Publications for any purpose. 
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All written material will be edited, and decisions of the editor will be final. If any 
rewriting ts required, the editor will return the submission to the writer, with appropri- 
ate commentse Otherwise, any alterations in spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etc. 
will be made by the editor. Under normal circumstances, no writer will be accorded the 
so-called right of editorial review. Any decisions on the merits or acceptability of a 
submission will be made by the editorial staff; such a decision will be final. 


Written material should be neatly typed on 8} x 11 white paper, double-spaced. Only one 
side of the page should be used, and all pages should be numbered. Hand-written or hand- 
printed manuscripts: will be accepted only at the discretion of the editor; these should be 
double-spaced on 8} x 11 lined white paper. The editorial staff reserves the eight -to 
reject any manuscript not deemed to be sufficiently legible. 


Art submissions should be In black and white ink only, with no large, dense black areas, 
and should be no larger than 83 x 11, Including a I-inch margin on all sidese Due to the 
high cost of screening, pencilled or coloured art will be accepted only if deemed truly 
exceptional. All art must be completely camera-ready.e Artists should send elther orTgI- 
nals or good-quality photocopies that require no touch-ups; original art is sent at the 
artist's own risk. For art that Is to be reproduced in full colour, contact the editorial 
staff for instructions. 


Written material or art containing or depicting gratuitous excessive violence or explicit 
sex will be rejectede In such matters, the decision of the editorial staff will be final. 


No written material or art currently under consideration by OSIRIS Publications should be 
submitted to any other publication until a decision on that material's acceptability has 
been madee Similarly, no written material or art currently under consideration elsewhere 
should be submitted to OSIRIS Publications. 


Any previously established character from another source, whether from |iterature, cinema, 
or television, should, In any material submitted to OSIRIS Publications, behave in a 
manner consistent with that previously established for the character’. 


No material derived in any way from any media source will be considered for inclusion in 
the fanzine entitled IMAGINATION. Only original, nonderivative matertal should be sub- 
mitted for consideration In that zine. Media-derived material submitted to IMAGINATION 
will not automatically be considered for any other OSIRIS Publications fanzine. 


Unless a specific extension has been granted by the editorial staff, all dead!ines should 
be considered absolute. 


No one will be notified of receipt of any submission unless that submission Is accompanied 
by a self-addressed, stamped envelope or postcard. No submissfons will be returned unless 
accompanied by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, and no returned 
submissfions will be insured unless payment for that Insurance is Included with the submis- 
sfone Once a submission has been accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor 
will be so advised. 


While decisions of the editorial staff are generally to be considered final, any contrib- 
utor wishing to discuss an editorial decision is free to do so, and a decision may be 
reversed If the contributor can provide adequate support for such a change. 
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THE 
OSIRIS& FILES 


THE OSIRIS FILES is a fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and television, and to the 
many ways in which they treat fantasy and science fiction themes. 


THE OSIRIS FILES #1: Hawke Is accused of a series of vicious political assassinations (AIRWOLF); a 
little girl meets an "angel" (GREATEST AMERICAN HERO); on the night of a longed-for armistice with 
the Cylons, workers at a space dock find themselves In the middle of an Invasion (BATTLESTAR GALAC- 
TICA). Also, the ultimate tribute to the multi-media story -- "Survive the Alliance": The Visitors 
have Invaded Earth, the Resistance has called for help -- and the Colonials and the Cylons have both 
answerede Apollo ts shot down by a menacing something that resembles a marine mammal with a pro- 
peller beanie; The Firm ts called to Investigate the wreckage of an alien spacecraft; and Starbuck is 
k idnapped byeeea talking automobile? PHOTOICOD Yo a claw alee coeds welbine oO 6ADSC ESC ES SUC CNS SC CUS Cee eT Le RAL 


THE OSIRIS FILES #2: Indtana Jones journeys to Cairo In search of a long-lost amulet.e Thomas Magnum 
lies near death -- then he meets Judiee. (MAGNUM, P.l.-). Long before his fateful meeting with Leia 
of Alderaan, Han Solo ts asked to rescue another princess (STAR WARS). Vincent and Catherine are 
torn apart when a conscientious police officer decides Vincent Is a loose end in an unsolved homicide 
(BEAUTY AND THE BEAST). Sctence fiction writer Walter Stock has a bad case of "writer's block" -= 
and more unwelcome visitors than he can handle as he seeks a curee And "Survive the Alliance" comes 
to its unexpected conclusloneee DHBTOCORY <a dob colds aes Wes bon vhiee elas asst (es S eepP CR CLbOs Ree CER eS ZOROL 


THE OSIRIS FILES #3: McCall receives a menacing telephone call, and Vincent intervenes In an appar- 
ent mugging as THE EQUALIZER joins BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. Colonel Decker resorts to truth drugs, and 
someone else Is out to get the A-TEAM... The KGB hunts Hawke as he flees with a Russian scientist 
who possesses the antidote to a lethal plague... (AIRWOLF) And Walter Stock is back, with enough 
ideas to keep any authcr busy for a lifetime; but his computer is quite literally possessed, and his 
latest crop of visitors Include a demon assassin, a hologram, a paranoid mutant, and the policeee. 
Also: STAR TREK, INDIANA JONES, SIMON AND SIMON, BLADE RUNNEReee IN PRINTecccccccccccceeeeses $18200 


THE OSIRIS FILES #4: Little Orphan Murdock and his Invisible dog Sandy join the rest of the A-TEAM 
+o take on a dishonest construction company. Hawke Is kidnapped by a chemist with a lethal new drug, 
and a band of terrorists threaten the entire state of California (AIRWOLF). Jean-Luc Picard meets a 
potentially dangerous youngster named Jimmyee. (STAR TREK, THE NEXT GENERATION) And once again, 
Walter Stock returns; his novel finished, he has a blind date with a woman who is tall, lovely, and 
green -- then his other visitors begin to arrive! Also: BATMAN, BATTLESTAR GALACTICA, BEAUTY AND 
THE BEAST, STAR TREK, and moree« IN DDE Niki levcic ccs 'a Glew Wb mice OWS ow Alb Bie bicie 6 oiee b 4b a nladiae meee ese cesar ce OU 


THE OSIRIS FILES #5: A Warrtor takes a wrong turn late one night, and ventures into «+-not the Twi- 
light Zone, but a mad, drunken tale of offended territorial imperative (BATTLESTAR GALACTICA). Sam 
is a priest, and It's Christmases. (QUANTUM LEAP) Daniel Chalmers remembers his first, long-ago 
meeting with REMINGTON STEELE. Late library books make a waterlogged hero out of Rick (SIMON AND 
SIMON). Walter Stock Is guest of honour at a science fiction convention =~ and faces a raucous room 
party, an obnoxious roommate, pizzas, panthers, strange women in towelsees Featuring a spectacular 
PHANTOM OF THE OPERA cover by talented professional Holly Bird, and more. IN PRINTecccccccceee 18200 


THE OSIRIS FILES #6: Long retired from the spy business, Alexander Scott Is reunited with an old 
friend -- and a deadly enemy (1! SPY). Jonathan McKenzie and Benny hunt a killer ghost, one whose 
haunts are painfully close to home (SHADOW CHASERS).- Sam helps an old man keep the most Important 
promise of his life (QUANTUM LEAP). Vincent and Catherine confront a satanic spectre, with the aid 
of a visitor from the books of Mercedes Lackey-.-. (BEAUTY AND THE BEAST) Also, SIMON AND SIMON, 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA, more magnificent art from Holly Bird, and a special guest appearance byeees 
(sorry, we're sworn to secrecy!) IN DRT «oa -aiels oo ee ae oes o Sabb Cabweenee eed ee se hes haee etre veloell 


To order any issues of THE OSIRIS FILES, send a check or money order for the correct amount, payable 
to Joy Harrison in U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Send a self-addressed envelope with two IRC's for prices outside the U.-Se We cannot accept checks or 
money orders payable to either OSIRIS Publications or THE OSIRIS FILES. Be sure to Include your 
correct mailing address when ordering, and specify which Issue(s) you want. And, please, do not send 
cash through the mail! Ss 


- THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER jis an award-winning 

media fanzine devoted to the many finely- 
detailed dimensions of British television and 
cinema. 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #1: Our all-DOCTOR WHO 
issue» Meet two charming drones and their 
human master In the Last Forest of Earth, and 
spend a holiday amidst the stellar wonders of 
Nafneloree. PHOTOCORNcsciwesestase seas euhl4.10 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #2: Journey with the 
Doctor to Nazi Germany and to the plains of 
eee ‘ Nazca, and spend Christmas with the Brigadier 
(DOCTOR WHO). Join the crew of the Scorpio on Gauda Prime, where they met with the disaster everyone 
remembers -- and we learn who really dlede.. (BLAKE'S 7).  PHOTOCOPYeccccuscvesececcscccesecee $16e80 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3: A simple (!) explanation of the game of cricket leads the Doctor. to 
underwater adventure with Jacques-Yves Cousteau and the crew of the Calypso (DOCTOR WHO). Brilliant, 
likeable Ed Straker becomes the cold, embittered head of S.HeA.D.0., and leader of the fight against 
alien invasion (UFO). The crew of the Liberator are undeniably heroic -- but even heroes have to do 
the household chores, such as cooking, cleaning, andes-laundry (BLAKE'S 7). And Herne himself may 
not be able to save the Hooded Man from certain death when Guy of Gisburne takes him captive this 
time (ROBIN OF SHERWOOD). AI! this, and more -- Including stories, poetry, art -- and a set of five 
spectacular ROBIN OF SHERWOOD portraits by Karen River. PHOTOCOPY. sccccccreccecccvccccccccesee$2te 30 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4: "The Dark Prince" and "Understanding Avon" show new and interesting views 
of everyone's favourite computer technician; "The Politics of Embezzlement" takes us back to the be- 
ginning, while "Until It's Time to Goe.." ventures long years into the future (BLAKE'S 7). "The Ring 
of Ruuani" takes the Doctor and Jo Grant to a strangely euphoric world, where no one and no thing is 
quite what it seems; and in "Doctor Who and the Lacertan Raiders," the Time Lord and K-9 are jotned 
by old friends from a hitch-hiker's universe... (DOCTOR WHO) In "The Children of Herne," the Doctor 
and Leela meet Robin Hood's outlaw band, and join forces with them to outwit the plans of the Sheriff 
of Nottingham; "Tangled in Holly" is presented in its entirety, along with winning alternate ending 
"Double Helix" (ROBIN OF SHERWOOD). More than 150 skillfully written end beautifully Illustrated 
pagese PHOTOCORY ».6:6:0.vieio.0i0:6:ne0.0.0:0 0, 0:4 ¢.0:0:0 ¢ 0/0: 856:610.8/0 w0ini6 4010.0, 6 ainrese 9)0:0,010)9,0/0,0:6/0.a::6)0 6 0.019.910,0 a-¥iei0i0.0,0 Bini $2001 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #5: Vila survived a murderous attack by one he considered his friend; now he 
wants revenge -- and the Instrument of his vengeance awaits him In Dorian's cave (BLAKE'S 7). The 
Doctor and his companion visit the Winter Olympics fn Canada, where they encounter an unnatural storm 
and a team of British athletes who cannot lose; then the Time Lord visits some fascinating galactic 
neighbours -- and his friend the Brigadier becomes a man of flesh, blood, and feelings during a 
romantic encounter one Beltane night (DOCTOR WHO). Marion is taken by force from her sanctuary at 
Halstead and offered as a price in a tournament hosted by King John; the outlaw band seeks a girl's 
dowry -- and get a lot more than they bargained for; and the Lady Marton returns to Sherwood for one 
last glimpse of the man she loves... (ROBIN OF SHERWOOD). Nearly 200 delightful pages, with a beau- 
tiful colour COVE! e IN PRUN Peis a0 0.400. 00.0)4.6.8 bia el 4 6's's's 0's 5.6.5 ¥ e46'¥ ib 000 04 6e.ci\tewie sees whee eee wen eehoDe00 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #6: The Doctor and Peri find a novel cure for some strange electronic problems 
_ aboard the TARDIS; and a young woman from the town of Sulfur Springs becomes a reluctant High Priest- 
ess, while the Time Lord and Leela are destined to become sacrifices -- until a child changes the 
destiny of a world (DOCTOR WHO). There's snow in Vila's bed, and frost on Liberator's flight deck -- 
but while Vila freezes, Avon and Zen are decidedly not amused; and then there™s a "Morning Ritual" to 
performeee (BLAKE'S 7) Marion Is lost, the outlaws are trapped, and evil lurks in the Fens, in the 
place "Where Magic Dwells"; ghosts meet to watch over unknowing friends and successors; and Robin of 
Loxley becomes the helpless drugged captive of a servant of the frightful Morrigan when a young 
priestess seeks FEVENGSe ce (ROBIN OF SHERWOOD ) IN PRINT aseeee et 0006 cee ce wht ence dewwiees 06s 006 6616000 





To order any of these back Issues of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, send a check or money order for the 
correct amount, payable to Joy Harrison in U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIlinois 60053 


Send a self-addressed envelope with two IRC's for prices outside the UeS. We cannot accept checks or 
money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or to THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to include your 
correct mailing address with your order, and to specify which issue(s) you are ordering. And do not 
send cash through the mail! re: 
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THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER Is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. Issue #7 features 


stories and art from the universes of BLAKE 7, DEMPSEY AND MAKEPEACE, THE PROFESSIONALS, and 
ROBIN OF SHERWOOD. 


In "New Lite" by Lisa Mudano Dalton, Marion's pregnancy gives rise to numerous questions, and 
creates unexpected difficulties for the outlaws of Sherwood Forest. How can she and Robin raise 
a child In the forest? For that matter, what sort of parents will they be? Love, adventure, ex- 
cited anticipation, and unexpected tragedy combine In a dramatic exploratlon of the many problems 
to be faced. 


Mary Robertson's "Cold War" [see THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #61 Is followed by "Deep Freeze," in which 
Avon gets his promised revenge. Snow and frost aboard the LIBERATOR? Snow? Frost? Inevitably, 
Zen gets his (its?) revenge, too -- and while Blake Is amused, Avon and Vila decTdedl y are note 


But what éTsé could we expect from this talented story-teller? — 


Captured by an old enemy, C.1l.5 agents Bodie and Doyle must escape, not only to save their own 


llves, but also to stop Enrico Krivas from killing Innocent police officers. Meanwhile, two of 
those officers -- Lady Harriet Makepeace and American James Dempsey -~ have the normally boring 
task of transporting two prisoners to London. When all parttes Involved meet in a West Country 


national park, sparks, fists, bullets, and blood fly In "Partnerships," a masterful tale of ad- 
venture by Linda Ruth Pfonner. 


Then Robin of Locksley learns the true power of the Wordhoard, and faces a destiny extending far 
into the future, in "RobIn and the Bard" by new writer Laurie Schuster. What he sees is not what 
he or anyone else could expect, but Herne's Son goes on as he must -- although somewhat humbler 
than when uC set outeec. 


Plus word of a new disease sweeping the world, with no cure In sightee. Crazed hordes over- 


running an apartment bullding In Dublin, Ireland, and stealing ae--bathroom fixture? Mobs storm- 
Ing a New York City toy store in defence of poor stuffed animalses. 


Our stortes, as always, are accompanied By the work of talented artists -- this time, newcomer 
Gall Von Graeff (who Is not a fan -- yet), Tamara ("Tamy") Erickson, and the lady with the many 
names, delphyne joan woods. Our gorgeous cover, depicting a theme common to all the stories in 
this issue, Is also by Gall Von Graeff, and Is a fine example of her excellent fantasy work. 


All this, plus highly controversial information on an unpleasant Incident that took place not 


long after the publication of our last SONIC SCREWDRIVER -- 114 pages of the absolute best in 


_ British. media. fiction and art -- can be ordered by. ~sending a check or.money order. for $18.00, 


payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
— 8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60055 





Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or to THE SONIC 
SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to Include your correct malling address with your ordere Send a self- 
addressed envelope and two IRC's for overseas pricing. | tia Bea 


And do not send cash through the mall! 


BROTHER OF SHADOWS... 
AND SON OF THE LIGHT 


# 1990 FAN Q WINNER - BEST BLAKE’S 7 NOVEL/NOVELLA * 
* 1990 FAN Q WINNER - BEST BLAKE'S 7 ARTIST * 


This Is the way of it, how it happened.s 1! am wisdom and foresight, and | sit upon his shoulder, 
and | KnOWee. 


He saw the subtle flicker that marked the power surge, initiating the lighting 
sequencee 


Suddenly, his mind screamed warning at him, but it was already too late. The 
room was full of light, flooded with light -- bright, white, agonizing illumina- 
tion that seemed to burn through his eye into his brain and down through his 
spinal column into every fibre of his being. Light, light that was no longer 
instrumental to see by, no tonger an environmental factor, to be adjusted or 
taken into account -- but a fiery source of agony so profound he could not grasp 
the depths of that huge torment... 


He was trapped, and he was helpless, and he suffered pain he would not even 
comprehend. And then, as quickly as it had come, it was gone again. 


She had turned off the lights. 


OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in presenting the latest -- and last -- BLAKE'S 7 novel. by 
talented multiple award winner Susan Matthews, acclaimed by many as the fandom's finest writer. 
Set in the days immediately following the debacle on Gauda Prime, it begins with a premise long 
popular among BLAKE'S 7 fans -- that there were survivors of that disastrous encounter. But 
Susan Matthews never does quite what others do; she tells her own story. 


For one survivor, at least, death would be far preferable to what Servalan has planned. But, 
even knowing the codes for her private yacht, how can he escape, when the very corridors of the 
Federation complex that fis her base -- and his eternal, luxurious prison -- are lethal to him? 
He knows the codes, knows the way out, and the doors are unlocked -- but he knows, too, that he 
cannot leave, cannot venture beyond that first door.e. 


There is one way to be free, and only one -- but is he strong enough to take it? 


An incredible story of courage and determination -- and, yes, of loyalty, too -- BROTHER OF 
SHADOWS.--AND SON OF THE LIGHT is disturbing, frightening, and highly provocativee This is not a 
story for the weak; It contains scenes of such graphic violence that even the strongest may 
flinch. But, cet heuan shockingly violent at times, it is never needlessly so; it unhesitatingly 
explores a man's deepest fears, and becomes a triumph of his will, although at terrible cost. 


BROTHER OF SHADOWS..-AND SON OF THE LIGHT Is beautifully [fllustrated by the superbly talented 
multiple Zen Award winner Suzan Lovett, and features a magnificently detailed colour cover. 


The novel fis currently available only as a photocopye To order a standard photocopy, send 
$20.70; to order a photocopy with a colour reproduction of the original cover, send $26.70. 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications, THE SONIC 
SCREWDRIVER, or BROTHER OF SHADOWS... Be sure to include your correct mailing address when 
orderinge And do not send cash through the mail! 


To order this novel, a must for any BLAKE'S 7 fan -- or for anyone else who appreciates truly 
fine writing -- send a check or money order in U.S. dollars only (first class postage included), 
payable to JOY HARRISON, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue G) 
Morton Grove, I!linols 60053 
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OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
ano 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 


present 


THE 
SACRIFICIAL 
KING 





Robin of Loxley, Saxon peasant, Herne's Sonese Invited to the village of Brideswell for the 


Lammas celebrations, is he Called by the Goddess to be Her King? 


Robert of Huntingdon, nobleman's son, the Hooded Manes. Leaving his Maiden to take her vows as a 
Christian nun, has he broken faith with a religion far older than that of his childhood? 


Marion of Leaford, the Maiden of Sherwoodeee A Christian, ralsed in a faith that denies that of 
her love, can she even begin to comprehend the power and the demands of the Old Faith? 


Set within the universe of British television's ROBIN OF SHERWOOD, presented by OSIRIS Publica- 
tions and THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, THE SACRIFICIAL KING is an exploration of these questions, and 
of the concept of the King who lives and dies for His land, His people, and His faith. For some, 
the Sacrificial King will be a figure from the realm of myth, something belonging to a religion 
about which they know nothing at all, and to which they have never been truly exposed; for 
others, the King is an integral part of their faith itself. 


Our stories are by Lisa Mudano, Linda Ruth Pfonner, and Mary Robertson -- three skilled and tal- 
ented writers invited to participate In this unique experience because they know and understand 
its theme. The exquisite art is by delphyne joan woods (formerly known as joan hanke-woods), 
Dorinda Francis, and brilliant newcomer Holly Bird. 


To order THE SACRIFICIAL KING and enjoy this new experience for yourself, send a check or money 
order for $18.00, payable to Joy Harrison In UeSe dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Please remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications, THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER, or THE SACRIFICIAL KING. Always be sure to include your correct mailing 
address with your order, and identify what it is you are ordering. For overseas pricing, send a 
self-addressed envelope and two IRC's. And do not send cash through the mail! O 7 









In the earliest days of science fiction fandom, fanzines contained original short fiction by some 


of the finest of aspiring writers. Then, for a long time, as more and more of those writers 
became professionals, those same fanzines became filled with commentary and news, and fiction 
began to disappear from their pages. 


Along came the media fiction zine, filled with stories derived from television and cinematic 
sources. Some were good, some were mediocre -- and others were downright dreadful. But whatever 
their quality, the true originality of the first fanzines was gonee Many fans looked askance at 
the media publications, and feared originality was gone from fanzines for good. 


Not soe For OSIRIS Publications has gone back to the beginning, back to the first concept of the 
fanzine. In the finest tradition of fandom's earliest years, we proudly present IMAGINATION, a 


new fanzine for today's discerning science fiction fan -- a fanzine devoted entirely to original 


works of fantasy and science fiction. 


IMAGINATION #1, our premiere issue, includes "The Tale-Spinner" by B.M. Caspar, a gripping story 
of nightmares and destiny; "Gnome de Plume" by Linda Wood, complete with sinister bar and flame- 
lit cavern; "Laurie's Soldier" by aspiring professional Barbera Mater, featuring a visit to the 
American Civil War and the Wilderness Campaign; and "Coming Home" by Lisa Mudano, in which a 
notorious rebel leader pays a visit to the world that drove her into extle.- Rounding out the 
zine are poems by Mary Robertson, and the revelation of the truth about a man named George and a 
certain dragonee. | 


ll! lustrations for IMAGINATION #1 are by Dorinda Francis, Ton! Hardeman, and Kate Soehnlene The 
zine also includes a beautiful portfolio of original fantasy and science fiction art by Hugo- 
winner joan hanke-woods/Mori (now known as delphyne joan woods); these appear in a’ format suit- 
able for framing. 


All this -- more than 100 skillfully written and beautifully illustrated pages -- can be ordered 
by sending a check or money order for $15.00, payable to Joy Harrison in U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or IMAGINATION. 
Be sure to include your correct mailing address. Send a self-addressed envelope and two IRC's 
for overseas pricinge And do not send cash through the mail! 
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OSIRIS Publications proudly presents the second issue of IMAGINATION, a fanzine for today's dis 
cerning reader -- one devoted entirely to original works of fantasy, horror, and science fiction. 
None of the material in this publication Ts dertved from any source other than the creator's own 
mind; there is no television here -- and no comics, or movies, or books by other writersee. 


Experience a medieval fantasy adventure while perusing a mundane alphabetee. 


Visit a United States where computers know every detail of your life, where a person can cease To 
exist -- or can be made to exist -- through the keyboard of a skilled programmeree. 


See what Chicago will be like after the next Korean War -- and learn who won That war, and hoWee. 


Meet the alien who fnadvertently caused a disaster of wide-reaching proportions just by trying to 
rejuvenate his spacecraft's enginese He didn't mean it -- but he plans to enjoy his punishment 
just the same. 


And find horror beneath the willows in a peaceful countryside, and among the ghosts of small-town 
Amer icadeee. 


Warriors and robots, sorcerers and dragons, police and saboteurs, librarians, neckties, and liv- 
ing goddesseSeee Science fiction, fantasy, horroree.e Murder, intrigue, treachery.e. Prose, 
poetry, imaginative art -- and just plain fune AIl this -- and more -- stalk the pages of the 
new IMAGINATION #2. 


Our talented writers include Ee. Michael Blake and Charles Ott of Moebius Theatre fame; Mary 
Robertson, Vicci Cook, and Lisa Mudano, all well known to readers of our other publications; and 
newcomers Cathy Murphy, Hank Grimmick, and Ken Morgane To say nothing of that famous bard, 
William Shakespearee ee 


Art for IMAGINATION #2 jis by Holly Bird, Sandra Santara, Kathi Spivey, and delphyne mori (alias 
delphyne woods, alias joan hanke-woods, aliasSee.s Oh, who cares? She won a Hugo for her art, not 
her name!). Special art sections, all presented in a format suitable for framing, Tnclude 
beautiful fantasies by Sandra Santara; a selection of lavishly Illustrated and skillfully calli- 
graphed Shakespearean sonnets; and the fantasy lives of cats, depicted with great insight and 
understanding by Kathi Spivey. 


All this -- 120 skillfully written and beautifully illustrated pages -- can be ordered by sending 
a check or money order for $16.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or IMAGINATION. 
Be sure to Include your correct mailing address with your order. Send a self-addressed envelope 
and two IRC's for overseas pricing. And please do not send cash through the mail! 





The timber wolf, or grey wolf, is one of the most misunderstood, most unjustly maligned, most feared, and most romanticized of all 
endangered predators. Large, powerful, and elusive, the "big bad wolf" has for untold centuries haunted the dreams, nightmares, 
legends, and folk tales of human society. Western cultures in particular have tended to depict the wolf as crafty, blood-thirsty, and 
even supernaturally evil, although Native Americans admired him; indeed, many tribes held him in great reverence. 


In the United States during the nineteenth century, ranchers and farmers joined with the federal government in an unprecedented 
attempt to wipe out the wolf. A bounty was offered, and as many as two million animals were ultimately destroyed — brutally trapped, 
shot, and poisoned. Once, literally hundreds of thousands of wolves roamed the contiguous United States at any given time. Now, 
only about 1,500 remain in Minnesota’s Superior National Forest; scattered small packs live in northern Wisconsin, Wyoming, Colo- 
rado, and Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. The famous Isle Royal wolf pack, studied for years by biologists and researchers investigating 
predator/prey relationships, has virtually died out. Today, Alaska is the only state with a sizable wolf population. 


Gradually, we have learned how wrong we were about the wolf. As prey species multiplied unchecked, as moose and deer began to 
wander into more heavily populated areas in search of a dwindling food supply, we realized at least a few of our mistakes about the 
role of predators in general — and about the wolf in particular. | 


This "monster" of our childhood is a predator, a hunter, a killer — but he never kills indiscriminately. In fact, the wolf possesses many 
social characteristics that resemble those of humans. As a rule, wolves mate for life, and a wolf pack is no more than an extended 
family, with all members working together and cooperating with one another. The wolf is recognized as perhaps the best parent in the 
animal world, and all pack members care for the pups. 


In reality, wolves have a hard time living up to their reputation as deadly predators. Only approximately one in twelve hunts results in 
a kill, and often the quarry — especially if a large moose or bison — injures or kills one or more of its attackers. 


And there has never been a single documented case in the United States of a healthy wild wolf attacking a human being. A wolf will 
turn and run at the scent of humans; even captive-raised wolves are wary of strangers. 


= & * 


For more than twenty-five years, the Timber Wolf Preservation Society in the Milwaukee suburb of Greendale, Wisconsin, has 
dedicated itself to the preservation and study of the wolf, and to the task of educating the public about the true nature of this intrigu- 
ing animal. 


Today, the TWPS has a mortgage on the property that has been our home all these years; we are now able to retain our present loca- 
tion, and the danger of our sixteen resident wolves losing their home is a thing of the past. And thanks to a grant from the Rice 
Foundation, we have now completed the ten-foot perimeter fence surrounding our grounds, which both provides security for our 
animals and prevents the lock-picking offspring of Boltar and escape-artist Tokata from sneaking off the preserve. 


And the two large new enclosures begun last year, to give our four-year-old and five-year-old wolves some proper running room, are 
also finished, done to specifications provided by wildlife artist Bradley Parrish. The landscaping is magnificent, and the natural rock 
dens provide perfect escape holes for wolves who want to hide from their public. They also make great playgrounds... 


Of course, we still need money for food (each adult wolf eats over seven pounds of raw chicken necks daily!), veterinarian bills, general 
maintenance, and — inevitably — our monthly mortgage payments. 3 


You have helped immensely, and can continue to do so! 


Become a member of the TWPS. Adopt one of our magnificent wolves. Buy a pin or a book, a t-shirt, a button, or a cap. Every 
dollar you give brings us that much closer to our goal. Fandom alone cannot raise all the money we need -- but fandom can help. - 


Our wolves — gentle and affectionate, fierce and independent, stubborn and proud — still need all the help they can get. Visit our 
TWPS exhibit at conventions; learn about the wolf; do some ecologically sound shopping. See how you can make a difference. Or 
write today to the Timber Wolf Preservation Society at 6669 South 76th Street, Greendale, WI 53129. 


at 





